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NOTE 

OFTEN while I watch natural phenomena, stories 
of the Bible arise before me, serving to form a 
background to the mental pictures, and strengthening 
my delight in nature. In offering these fancies to the 
public, may I ask that there be no confusion of my 
imaginative legend with the true Bible story 1 

E. 0. H. 
CmcAGO, August 1, 1908. 
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THE FLAMING SWORD 

AZRAEL the angel stood aghast. Silent and 
alone, he had drawn apart from all the 
" heavenly host. God's wrath, great and 
terrible, had fallen swiftly. The gates of Eden were 
closed. That charming Paradise, sparkling in its 
pristine loveliness of crystal springs and gorgeous 
flowers, was empty of human life. Never ^ain could 
its pleasures be enjoyed by man. The angel with the 
flaming sword stood tall and straight, a menace to 
the world, forbidding entrance to the garden with a 
lambent flame; and Azrael, God's chosen one, was of 
all the mighty angels gathered there the special object 
of God's wrath. 
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THE FLAMING SWORD 

Small wonder be stood alone despairing. Pallid 
and trembling witb the horror of his doom, be leaned 
a moment for support against a tree, but that branch- 
ing giant, in all the wealth of its green splendor, 
swooned at touch of him and withered. 

Crushed and horror-stricken, the wretched angel 
cowered lower to the earth, and as his knees but 
lightly touched the grass, it sickened before his ejes 
and died. Yes, that was it — death! Never before 
had the earth known it ; never again would it be 
without it. The angel lay appalled and fainting in 
terror and despair. His curse had come. Swiftly, 
almost without warning, had it fallen, and, horror- 
sticken and benumbed, his misery was complete. 

To him, of all the heavenly host, had been given the 
greatest trust of God : to guard the gates of £den, to 
protect from all evil the man and woman there con- 
ttuned. That was his work, and at first how happy he 
had been in it. But at last, unmindful of this sacred 
trust, he had been faithless for a moment. Closely at 
first he had obeyed the Lord, guarding that Eden care- 
fully as long as nightly shadows made it possible for 
wicked spirits to enter, and then came his breach of trust. 
[ 14 ] 
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THE FLAMING SWORD 

It was the great beauty of Eve that tempted him to 
watch her. Like a fair dream she wandered, in perfect 
womanhood, through all this Paradise God had created; 
and though different in her mould from angels, she 
was none the less beautiful to look upon, and to 
Azrael she seemed the choicest flower by far in all 
of Paradise. 

One night, when darkness lay upon the world, 
curiosity tempted him to leave his post and gaze upon 
her sleeping face. It was but a moment, but Satan 
took advantage of his temporary absence and entered 
the garden unperceived. 

The very next day the frail Eve was induced to eat 
the forbidden fruit, thus forfeiting for all the human 
race the life of endless bliss promised a sinless world. 
God cursed the man and woman for their disobedience, 
and He said: '^ Their race shall end at once; they shall 
perish now. They have betrayed me; annihilation^ 
therefore, is their doom.*' And in His wrath He sent 
into the world the angel with that brilliant sword of 
fire to bum all living creatures — death by flaming fire 
for all the earth. 

At sight of this, Azrael, trembling in horror at what 
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THE FLAMING SWORD 
had come to pass through his neglect, but brave, 
called out to God in anguish, "Almighty One, curse 
mel I am guiltiest of alL" 

The Lord of Heaven stayed His righteous hand a 
moment to gaze upon the afflicted angel pleading, and 
then most slowly did He answer him: 

"You shall suffer the heaviest punishment, but they 
too must suffer for their deed, and death by fire is the 
doom of the world; but for your sake the flaming 
sword shall wait a while, and you shall guard it. 
The hmnan race shall live, as I have decreed, to the 
end of time; but you must wait upon men, holding 
my gleaming sword until I use it to destroy the 
world." 

So, though Eve, with Adam, dwelt in banishment 
and pain, the angel's doom seemed worse than theirs. 
He was to be the Angel of Destruction ! Death 
should follow in his footsteps! 

As yet he did not understand quite what it meant, 
but when he wandered in the garden later, gently 
touching the flowers, and saw to his horror they were 
blighted, the meamng of the dreadiiil curse pronounced 
that morning came upon him fiilly. He comprehended 
I 16 1 
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THE FLAMING SWORD 

then that he must rob all ammate things of their 
dearest possession, life. 

Dismayed and terrified, Azrael could not have 
endured this fearful prospect had not God in His great 
mercy revealed to him the Redeemer of the World, 
who would give everlasting life to those whom Azrael 
must slay. 

Thus comforted, the sad-faced angel went forth to 
do the bidding of the Lord as bravely as he could. 
Death was the wages of sin, and man could not escape 
the penalty; but the great mercy of God had 
mitigated what at first seemed horrible to all mortals, 
and death became, through Christ crucified^ a blessing. 
It is really but the opening of the gates to Heaven. 

Azrael first took Abel, Eve's best beloved. In all 
things was he destined to give greatest pain to her. 
Then Adam had to die, and at last, when Eve was 
called, it came to Azrael that he would not have the 
strength to lay his hand upon her. To smite her was 
the most painful task he had yet been required to per- 
form, and it seemed to him that his cup of anguish 
was overflowing. 

In all the trials and afflictions that had b^dlen 
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Eve, her lovely beauty had not deserted her. Yea, 
for all generations shall she stand the type of perfect 
womanhood. Always at mention of her name shall 
be bom within our minds a picture of that first mother 
of our race as charmingly beautiful. Her glowing 
eyes, her long, soft hair, her well-moulded limbs, bring 
her before us possessed of a bewildering and inde- 
scribable perfection. Tall and straight. Eve stood 
before the Angel of Destruction. Proud and rebel- 
lious, she met him face to face. His thought of her 
had caused all the sorrow of her life, and bitterly she 
hated him. But, womanlike, she answered his call 
defiant, and stood before him with a smile upon her lips. 
Time passed; still must the Destroying Angel 
follow the footsteps of all living creatures. In his 
sorrow and despair at all the pain he must perforce 
bring to the souls of men, yet does he realize that on 
the Judgment Day, when God shall wield that sword 
of fire, his own release shall come. Therefore, though 
once to every human being the pale-faced angel comes 
(for each minute he brings death to some one on 
earth), still through all the length and breadth of his 
sad wanderings he carries the flaming sword. That 
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precious treasure he guards carefully, and as each day 
dawns, the hope arises in his breast that God perhaps 
will use it, thereby releasing him from the horror of 
his doom. To Azrael it is a talisman, to be preserved 
until the trumpet of the angel Gabriel gives its signal. 
The Lord has used it several times to guard the world, 
already. 

Once did Azrael carry it as a pillar of fire for God's 
chosen people, the Israelites, guarding and guiding 
tiiem. Once again, in flashing flame, it wrote upon 
the wall of Belshazzar's feast, causing the wicked king 
to crouch in terror for his sins. But when at last, the 
penance paid, all the world shall stand redeemed 
before their Maker, Azrael, no longer gloomy and 
sad-faced, shall offer up his sword, and come forth 
triumphant over death and radiant as the stars. He 
will stand beatified, restored to all his glory, his 
countenance glowing with a holy joy ; an angel out of 
heaven shall descend, bearing a crown of gold blazmg 
with jewels, and Azrael will wear it as a token of 
penalty well endured. Again in heaven, forgiven and 
beloved, God's chosen one will shine out resplendent 
as the sun. Till then, however, that fire sent from 
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heaven remains upon the earth, and we shall often see 
the sword. A brilliant treasin-e to be guarded by 
Azrael until his own release, yet still it stands a 
challenge to the race of man. Sparkling like bur- 
nished brass, it flashes as a gleaming sword between 
dark clouds. 

This bit of burning metel, flaring bright amid the 
storm, suggests the Day of Judgment, when the world 
by fire shall be purified. Sometimes in forked light- 
ning it flames across the heavens a perfect sword; then 
surely it is a symbol of that death by fire which the 
world must meet. But wherever we see it flashing, 
know that Azrael with outstretched arms is flying past, 
carrying before him that sign God sent so long ago to 
guard the gates of Eden — The Flaming Sword. 
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THE JEWELLED DIPPER 

TWO women once loved each other with a 
mighty devotion, and their wonderfiil aflFec- 
tion and constancy 1b always a subject to 
think about. 

One was old and sad; the other waa young and 
very beautiful. The old Naomi was unhappy, and 
wished to leave the land where her husband and two 
sons had died, and where her thoughts were of sorrow 
and misery; so she kissed her two daughters-in-law 
good-bye, preparing to leave them, and asked each 
to go back to her father's house to live in plenty and 
happiness. 

[ 23 ] 
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But the widow of one son, the lovely Ruth — 
exquisite in form and face, and scarcely more than a 
girl in years, -wept piteously at these words and 
clung to her mother-in-law. She refused to leave her, 
and begged tenderly not to be separated. She declared 
she could not be happy out of Naomi's presence. " Thy 
country shall be my country, dear mother," she said, 
" thy people shall be my people ; " and no matter what 
arguments Naomi used, those words were Ruth's reply. 

This touching devotion and this sublime affection 
were so great that Naomi yielded to the pleading of her 
beloved daughter-in-law, and it came to pass that the 
two women journeyed together to the former home 
of Naomi. 

God, watching from on high, took note of this 
wonderfiil love and devotion of the girl, and in His 
own time He fully rewarded her. He gave His angels 
special charge over her, bidding them watch her lov- 
ingly and carefully. 

Poor as Naomi and Ruth were, they were not 
unhappy, because their love was so great that just to 
be together made them contented. Yet Ruth realized 
that upon her alone depended the support of her 
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adored mother-in-law. Their friends were kmd and 
generous, but they had not enough to divide; and 
Naomi was old and feeble, so gentle Ruth determined 
to go — as the custom was in those days — and glean 
com in the fields of some rich man. AU the other 
poor girls did this, for it was thus the rich gave in 
charity to the less fortunate ones. 

But Ruth had not hitherto been classed among the 
poor, and it was not easy for her to do such a thing. 

She knelt first in prayer, begging God to give 
her strength and courage to earn her Uving in the 
customary way. She had no mind to be a be^ar, 
— her cheeks flushed at the thought, — yet people 
might thmk her a beggar if she gleaned with the other 
maidens m the rich man's field. But love and duty 
kept her firm in her resolution to work; though 
reluctant, she was none the less steadfast in her 
purpose. Long she prayed and earnestly, that night, 
asking that God would give her grace to earn her daily 
bread ; and as she slept, a vision fi-om Heaven came. 

Seven beauteous virgins in a flood of glory 
descended to the earth. Their rainbow-tinted dresses 
shone gloriously in the blue %ht of night, and 
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butterflies hovered about them, while faint music 
sounded. Their lovely faces were shrouded in a 
sort of silvery mist, yet through the hazy splendor 
she saw quite plainly the beautiful countenances of 
these strange beings. Were they angels? She could 
not tell; but they were the most radiant creatures 
she had ever seen. 

Each one carried a long and slender golden gourd. 
The gourds shone like jewelled dippers in their hands, 
and as these beings approached the bedside of Ruth 
they spoke. "We belong to God and the House of 
the Seven Stars," they said. "When first the earth 
received grain from Heaven, we were made guardians 
of the sacred com. We were told to care for all 
earthly seed, to rear it tenderly to maturity. These 
gourds of gold are emblems of our office; wherever 
we go we carry them." Then, stooping, each brilliant 
being showed within her gourd the wonderfiil seed 
she carried, aU shining grams of com. Some were 
sparkling gold in color, some were white, or red, or 
blue; but all were lustrous in their varied tints. 

"We have many names to designate us,", the 
bright spirits continued, "but of all our titles we 
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love best 'The Com Maidens/ for in this name we 
receive oxir just reward, the earning of which we love, 
the guardians of the com. To-night we bring a 
message to you from the Highest. God bids you go 
to-morrow to glean in the first field you reach. He 
will bless you there, because you have a noble heart." 
So speaking, the seven lovely creatures disappeared 
in a cloud of glory. 

The morning came, and as Ruth went her way 
to do as she was bidden, she pondered long upon 
her dream. She entered, as the heavenly vision bade 
her, the first field she saw, and it belonged to the 
rich man Boaz. 

That day Boaz noticed her among the poor gleanerSi 
and was amazed to find her there. She seemed a prin- 
cess in her beauty. Straight and tall she stood, and as 
she worked, all turned to watch her comeliness. Yet 
she gleaned among the poorest, as modest as the hum- 
blest of the maids. Daily Boaz saw her come and go, 
and each hour he thought her more beauteous than be- 
fore, until at last he knew that in his heart he loved 
her and longed to make her his wife. 

Ruth, though perhaps she saw him too, gave no 
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sign, but simply went her way, and when he spoke with 
her and gave her generously of the com, she thanked 
him with becoming modesty. 

Time passed, and once again the radiant creatures 
came to Ruth, and as she slept they gave her messages 
from Heaven. 

"The time is ripe," they said. "To-morrow, as you 
glean, a sign will come to you." 

Boaz, the rich man, pondered long in thought. Tall, 
and straight, and handsome, he was good to look upon ; 
but all his wealth and power were as naught before the 
sweet Ruth's smile. Daily he felt that unless she cared 
for him his life was empty; thinking thus, again he 
sought the fair widow's side among the poor. Most 
earnestly he asked if she would wed with him. She 
stood hesitatingly and blushingly before him, with 
downcast eyes, uncertain what to say, for he was suing 
eagerly; and perhaps she loved him too, for with all 
his wealth and splendor, he had been kind and good 
to her, and his devotion counted much to Ruth. 

She glanced over the field of barley. It was a 
thing of beauty, all swaying in its wealth ; some gayly 
colored flowers grew up among the stalks, bright and 
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beautiful as the rainbow. Then, as Ruth, surprised 
and wondering, plucked the flowers from amid the 
ripened grain, she knew the sign from Heaven had 
come to her, and lifting her glowing eyes to Boaz, she 
softly answered him. 

Happy and eager, Boaz stooped and caught her 
hand in his, and together they walked away from the 
gleaners. 

That evening, after Ruth and Boaz had received 
Naomi's blessing, they sat together in the dusky and in 
the ftdl glow of their new-found happiness, Ruth told 
him of her dreams ; of how the beauteous maidens with 
the rainbow -colored dresses and the sacred gourds had 
sought her, and had told her much concerning the 
lovely com that gladdens the earth. 

The gutter of the day was passing; soft shadows 
were coming up over the trees, but the sky was all a 
delicate pink, when lo ! over the rim of the distant hills, 
a wonderful thing was happening. 

Creeping up in the clear blue sky, all a-glitter with 
fire and flame, and sparklmg like the sheen on miUions 
of jewels together, were seven wonderftil stars! Gold 
and silver welded into one, and shining white snow 
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mixed in with fire flame, could alone cause that frosty, 
silvery brightness, shining down from the briUiant sky 
jewels; and as they watched, overawed by such superb 
brilliancy,, the glittering stars took shape. Four were 
set in the heavens exactly like the body of the sacred 
gourd of gold the maidens carried; three others took 
their places adown its handle. It was a strange and 
glorious sight to Ruth and Boaz, and they accepted the 
jewel-laden dipper glittering before them in the sky as 
a happy omen for their marriage. That Heaven would 
bless them, they felt sure, and that jewelled dipper still 
enchants the globe. The world has watched it long 
and given it many names, but always the jewelled 
dipper seems to me the House of the Seven Stars ; and 
so long as that glittering star gourd hangs in the sky 
and shines upon us, we may feel sure that the grain 
upon our earth will thrive ; for we know that from the 
brilliant window of those star palaces, guarding our 
earthly treasure and watching it grow to fuU maturity, 
beam the bright eyes of the Blessed Com Maidens. 
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ANGELS' TEARS 

THE Lord made many worlds, and the angels, 
leaning down from Heaven, watched the uni- 
verse in awe and wonder. The earth, swing- 
ing through space heneath them, glittered like a 
splendid jewel, giving out its shining light in gleaming 
rays across the sky. These long brilliant lines marked 
the darkness in white streamers reaching high into the 
heavens, and flinging out a xmique splendor as they 
flashed upward. Closer the angels stooped to see the 
earth-star, for among all the sparkling sky-jewels it 
seemed the brightest. In it God had created a won- 
drously beautiful thing. 
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Its surface was plainly visible. Great oceans and 
seas lay calm and serene, smiling in their dress of blue. 
Like big mirrors they were, reflecting the magnificence 
of the heavens ; or, freshened by the wind, they dashed 
in long, foam-crested waves upon the curving beaches. 
High mountains rose in stately splendor, snow-streaked 
and brilliant, to girdle the globe; and in their canyons 
the sunlight shimmered as though they were filled with 
boiling gold. Above the silent desert lay a soft lilac 
tint, only a thin veil of haze. Distinct it was, but so 
transparent that all the yellow sand glittered through 
like shining topaz. 

The green-clad forests, with their noble trees, marked 
the land ; and through their branches fluttering birds in 
rainbow-tinted dresses sang the music of the heavenly 
spheres. Cooling crystal streams abounded in these 
woods, gurgling merrily. Flowers sprang in clusters 
and in myriad colors everywhere; even to the heated 
desert they had wandered. There the cream -white 
bloom of the yucca shone out in the sunlight like a 
lighted lamp. 

The Southland, with its mosses and its silver 
bayous, beamed in brilliancy beneath the sun. The 

[ 34 ] 



THE FLAMING SWORD 

flowers there wove a merry-colored carpet, and the reeds 
and rushes swayed in la^y lines across the marshes. 

As the angels gazed farther, the grandeur of the 
North became apparent. Its mantle of snow wrapped 
it about in soft white splendor, while its great moun- 
tains, encircled hy a wall of glaciers, stood gleaming 
in wild beauty. Strangely fascinating was this earth- 
world, with its sharp contrasts of warmth and cold. 

Then, as the angels watched the snows of Winter, 
suddenly across the heavens shot the flaming aurora, 
shifting in fringing curtains, the wondrous lights of the 
North streaming out in glory. Gorgeous in their splen- 
dor they shone. Fluttering like glittering ghosts, they 
glided back and forth across the Northern sky, until 
the heavenly host whispered, " God is great, and of all 
creation thU e«th-»tar surely « the best;" and with 
one accord they asked to see the future of the world. 
This beautifiil creation could have but one desire — to 
love the God of Heaven and do His will. 

The Lord, consenting to their eager prayer, slowly 
roUed back from the future the gathered mists of time 
and unveiled life upon the earth. 

Again the angels saw and admired the Garden of 
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Eden in all its beauty. Its shining rivers roUed limpid 
crystal. Before them was Paradise with all its pleasures. 
The man and the woman in its midst, perfect in the 
image of God, pleased them the most. But even as 
they learned to love them, a blot appeared upon the 
page. Satan had come within the garden, and sin de- 
stroyed the innocence of Eden. 

The angels shuddered at the sight, yet still they 
watched intently. They saw that Adam and Eve, faith- 
less to their trust, were banished and had wandered 
far. Later the death of Abel brought murder into the 
world and crowned the grief of man. 

Horror-stricken and dismayed, the heavenly host 

still watched the earth. Abraham they found, and Isaac; 

beautiful Eebecca and lovely, wilfiil Rachel; splendid 

King David, and Solomon in all his glory came to view; 

and Esther, modest as a flower, and as lovely, yet 

powerful withal, stood in glorious apparel and gUttering 

royal robes. What a brilliant picture the lovely Queen 

made, with a rosy color in her face, and with gracious, 

bright eyes, standing before the King and bidding him 

to her banquet. Her mind was fiill of anguish, and a 

great fear crept into her heart. But, like a noble soul 

with a great purpose, she concealed it, going smiUngly 
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and bravely before the wrathful King, who, with burn- 
ing eyes and angry, was so terrible to behold. 

But when Esther came into his presence her mag- 
nificent beauty smote him and disarmed his fury, and 
leaping from his throne he caught her in his arms. 
Caressing her and kissing her before his assembled 
court, he promised to do aught she asked. 

Pictures of Moses, and of Daniel in the lions' den, 
and of all the history of the world, were passing swiftly 
before the watching angels. But sin was always pres- 
ent. Suspicion, crime, and jealousy fought for suprem- 
acy. Men were selfish through and through; only 
God's great love for humanity shone brilliant as a star 
through all this darkness. 

The shifting panorama showed the manger and the 
holy crib — the tender mother rearing the sacred life to 
manhood; and when that life in all its agony was un- 
folded, the angels trembled. 

Gethsemane and Calvary loomed black upon the 
picture, and then the crowning gift of God's great love 
for man stood out before them. Before the crucifixion 
who would not pale with powerful emotion 1 Alas! it 
seemed to the holy creatures watching from the skies 
that God gave all for nothing. The ungrateful mortals 
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of the earth accepted His gifts, hut were traitors to 
Him in their lives. The evil in the world was too 
terrible to believe, and in the horror of the sight the 
angels felt the j could not watch the rest- Snrel j the 
God of Heaven, wrathful at last, would curse the woild 
forever! 

Sadlj thej were about to close their eyes to shut 
the future firom their view, when suddenly the faint 
white light of Christian faith appeared. Brighter it 
grew, spreading hr and wide, and to their joy they 
saw the world r^eemed. The final glory of that great 
love upon the cross had touched the heart of man, and 
Christ on Calvary had not suffered death in vain. 
When chaos comes at last to earth, the white souls of 
those the Son of God redeemed shall shine beside Him 
in SUs Heaven. 

The vision was most wonderful, and yet it was 
withal so sad the angels wept. Humanity must suffer 
much to gain the Kingdom of God. Marvelling at the 
Almighty's power and greatness, they knelt before his 
throne worshipping him and rejoicing in the salvation 
of the world. Yet still they wept for loving sympathy 
with mortals. 

Millions of sparkling drops fell firom their eyes, but 
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never a sacred tear of theirs was lost. Those tears 
showered the skies in sparkling splendor, and they fell 
to the earth like stars. Even now, perhaps, when the 
earth sees a shooting star, who knows if it be not a 
sympathetic tear from some angel's eyesi 

When the shining drops of water touched the earth, 
they sank deep into her soft, warm bosom, and crys- 
tallized to finest gems. We stiU possess them, and 
men marvel yet at their wondrous beauty and clearness. 
Most valued of all the earth's treasures are those 
precious angels' tears. The world guards them careftilly 
and proudly, and they are a joy to examine. They are 
pure and clear as dewdrops, yet in all their transparent 
purity they catch and reflect many colors. Sometimes 
a deep steel-blue emanates from them, again a flashing 
red flames forth to greet you ; or yeUow brilliant as the 
sun, creeps out to catch the eye. But always in hue 
and in color their harmony is perfect. Never a jewel 
of the earth is more admired, never a gem more gUtter- 
ingly beautiftil than these angels' tears. And can you 
guess their namel Flashing beautiftdly throughout 
the world men find and cherish them. Yet aU these 
sparkling gems which we call pure diamonds are, after 

all perhaps, but Angels' Tears. 
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IV 

THE RAINBOW 

THE Spirit of God moved over the waters; and 
He sfud, " Be light made." And when He had 
made the sky and the earth, fuid the earth had 
brought forth green herbs and fruit trees, and the sun 
and the moon and the stars came to glow in the 
heavens, oh, how beautiful creation was to look upon I 
The earth was above all worlds the loveliest. Pretty 
grasses, soft as velvet, covered her land. Big trees, with 
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long branches stretching out m every direction, and 
covered with slender green leaves, waved cool shadows 
about ; and proudly those trees lifted their huge bodies 
upward, towering high. Thus holding their stately 
heads aloft, they nodded a friendly "Good moroing" 
to the sun. 

Great seas rolled in splendid, dashing waves to the 
foot of lovely hills or beat in gentle murmuis on the 
hard, yellow sands of the beachea High mountains 
rose like watch-towers to guard the world; and ridge 
on ridge of broken peaks stretched out in long lines to 
meet the sky, melting in the distance to a golden haze, 
which was shot through with dancing lights from the 
kingdom of the sun. Surely the world was beautiful! 

Then were the beasts and creeping things and birds 
aU. made, and lastly God created man to rule over and 
enjoy it aU. 

Later He gave Adam a beautiftd woman as a com- 
panion, and in the Garden of Eden every joy, every 
happiness was theirs; and for all that He gave He 
asked but one little thing in return — obedience. Alas, 
that man should fail in this! 

But the curiosity of the woman brought sin into the 
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world, and the man was very weak. They ate of the 
forbidden fruit, and God cast them out of the Garden. 

Adam and Eve were now miserable creatures; yet, 
though God had banished them, He loved them still. 
Many blessings He gave them. They became wholly 
repentant of their bad act ; so God pardoned them. 

However, in spite of their repentance, sin increased 
and multiplied; once in the world it has never left us. 
Little by little, men and women forgot their God ; their 
lives were ftdl of wickedness, and in their hearts was 
only evil. God watching them regretted that He had 
made man lord of all the earth. 

Being touched with sorrow. He said, "I will destroy 
all men from the face of the globe, and with him all the 
beasts I have created, for they too are polluted." But 
He saw one good and holy man. Remember, there was 
but one family in all the world who lived a virtuous life. 

Noah, fearing the Lord, found favor in His eyes, 
and God said, "I wiU spare hun because he fears me; 
and with him shaU be spared his generations." So 
Noah, listening to the holy voice, built the Ark, and 
taking his wife and children, and his sons' wives and 
children, entered there. 
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With him he took such beasts and fowls as God 
commanded. When they were all safely housed, the 
flood-gates of Heaven opened wide, and the Deluge 
ciune! 

Forty days and forty nights the rain poured down 
in torrents. Tons of water fell unceasingly; oceans 
rose and overflowed. Trees, hills, mountains were 
covered, as the water mounted higher and higher. 

All the wicked people were destroyed, and in terror 
the beasts and living creatures died — all save those 
with Noah in his Ark. The very angels in Heaven 
shuddered at the sight and closed their eyes. 

Hideous now was the once beautiful earth. There 
were no traces of humanity — it was naught but a great 
Death Valley, a desert waste of waters. The heavens 
were pallid with despair, and the great drops falling 
&om the skies were dull and colorless. 

But God remembered Noah and all that were with 
him in the Ark. Slowly the water receded and sank. 
Months passed, and the Ark rested on the top of a big 
mountain. Noah sent a raven out to bring him news, 
but the bird never returned. Again he waited for a 
time, then sent a dove to see if he might leave his Ark 
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in safety; but the dove could find no resting place, 
for the waters were still upon the earth, so she 
returned, trembling and frightened, to the Ark. Noah 
put out his hand and took her in. He waited seven 
days more, and again he sent forth the pretty dove; 
and the bird came back that evening, and lo! in her 
mouth was a tiny olive branch, and from this Noah 
knew the time was near. 

After many weary months Noah went out of the 
Ark with all his family, and his beasts and fowls, and 
found the earth was dry again. The first thing he 
did was to build an altar to the Lord in gratitude for 
his salvation. And the Lord was very pleased at this, 
and blessed Noah and his sons, and said to them^ 
"Increase and multiply and fill the earth." 

Now Noah, gaining courage from God's great love, 
said: "Lord God, thou hast blessed us and we have 
found favor in thine eyes; but we are but man, and 
therefore frail. No matter how willing the spirit may 
be, the flesh is often weak, and should we fall into sin, 
Lord have mercy upon us. Do not visit us with 
such a terrible calamity again. Give us some sign that 
we are forgiven, some promise that always in the 
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juture thou wilt be mercifiil, else we sliall despair." 
And God listened to his prayer. "Thou art humble, 
and thou hast prayed earnestly," He replied; "never 
again will I afflict the world so severely. I wlQ no 
more curse the earth. Never again will I send such 
a Deluge." God made a covenant with Noah and 
his sons, and gave them the rainbow as a sign. 

Six days did He take to make the world, and on 
the seventh did He rest. 

Seven colors did God take to make the pure white 
light of day He gave us. 

Seven great planets, besides the earth, revolve 
around the sun, — seven therefore did His sacred 
sign contain, for in the sign He gave seven lights 
were seen. 

Seven special jewels shone in His crown. There- 
after, therefore, that covenuit between Him and man 
contained this brilliant sign of glory — His crown. 

Cfdling his angels, He bade them bring His 
wonderful crown, sparkling bright with jewels; and 
lol when He placed it in the dark clouds, it spanned 
the heavens, a glittering bow of beauty. It rises o'er 
misty mountains and dips into the ocean, curving 
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across the skies in dazzling splendor; and from the 
seven jewels flash out long, bright lines, which form the 
seven glorious colors of the rainbow. Is not this a 
splendid token of the Lord's forgiveness to the world 1 

Watch the skies after the clear, crystal drops of 
rain have drenched the earth. Notice how, when the 
sky is blackest, suddenly this broad brilliant band 
of ribbon stretches out liuninous and distinct. 
Across the heavens it glitters, flaming out of the 
dark gray clouds, a vision of loveliness. And with 
hearts proud and grateful we watch it in delight, 
knowing that though our sins be scarlet He shall 
make us white as snow : for that kingly crown of 
God's placed there, forming the rainbow, means more 
than beauty to the eye. It is God's sign of forgive- 
ness to us all; therefore it means forever, "Peace 
between us." 
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GOLD AND SILVER 

THE Earth opened her eyes late one morning. 
The moonlight had been so deliciously bril- 
liant the night before, she just could not go 
to sleep for watching it; but her eyes were wide open 
now, and she got up from her bed of soft gray moss 
and shook back her long brown tresses, looking about 
her in wonder. 

The dawn had come! Long milky-white lines 
laced the sky, and a single star above, shining like a 
little diamond, shimmered and blinked as it saw her, 
and then, as if ashamed of being caught, disappeared 
completely. Already the light was brighter — a great 
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orange belt encircled the horizon, and a lovely pink 
glow was slowly mounting in the sky. Off in a big 
bay of water nestling at the foot of a high mountain 
the fog was lifting her white skirts. Shifting uneasily, 
she moved rapidly ; and as she rose, her ghostly gown 
became a brilliant golden mist before disappearing in 
the heavens. 

Behind the Earth's couch the forest rose in vast 
munificence. Its great trees stood like giants, hold- 
ing their heads high in stately splendor, and spreading 
out their long green branches protectingly. Beyond 
the forest a range of mountains glittered in shining 
quartz and brilliant agates, and all through the purple 
canyons lay great treasures belonging to her. About 
the Earth's couch grew grass soft as velvet, and in front 
of her bed it sloped down to the yellow sands. The 
ocean lay almost still that morning, for all the world 
like a big glittering turquoise, except for a white 
fringe of foam where some tiny waves broke on the 
yellow beach. 

Far away she saw beautiful valleys of yellow 
stones, and brilliant lights, and rushing waters. Small 
silver lakes shone like crystal mirrors. Wonderful 
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springs abounded with delicious, sparkling water. 
Great canyons in her mountains were bewildering 
masses of rainbow colors. 

Near her grew delicately beautiful flowers in little 
groups, and the air was sweet with their perfume. 
Thousands of birds appeared as if by magic, their 
beautiful voices ringing out in delicious music, pro- 
claiming in joyous song, "The Sun will come! The 
Sun will come ! " 

The Earth breathed softly to herself, "How beauti- 
ftd the world is! I never dreamed before how beauti- 
ful it is!" 

A sudden shower of yellow light enveloped her as 
she spoke, and she looked up to see the Sun enthroned 
in glory, and the Earth, sparkling with pleasure at his 
greeting, reflected his lustre; millions of sunbeams 
danced along her carpet of green grass as she put 
forth a dainty white foot to arise. 

"Ah, charming Earth!" said the Sun, as he 
climbed higher. "At last you have awakened to the 
beauties you possess. I look upon many worlds, but 
never, I assure you, have I seen a more splendid king- 
dom than yours, for above and beyond all, this world 
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The lovely young Earth blushed with pleasure as 
she listened to these flattering words, and wondered 
why it was she had never before paid much attention 
to the Sun; for as he spoke to her that morning she 
made up her mind he was by far the handsomest and 
most splendid sight she had ever seen. But it was* 
getting late, and she had no time to dream longer. 

She suddenly formed a plan. It was daring in the 
extreme, but she wondered vaguely why she had never 
thought of it before, and she determined to bend all 
her energies toward its accomplishment. She fairly 
trembled with delight as she reasoned out how she 
might successfully execute it. It was a magnificent 
venture, and though she knew she might fail utterly, 
yet she believed that her plan was well worth any irisk. 

Her desire was no less than this — to make a visit 
to the Sun! Why noti She knew the generous rays 
from the splendid Suq gave her warmth and made her 
finitful; she knew that he must have loved her, since 
he had done all this, and that of course her visit would 
be welcome. The riotous flame of color in her brilliant 
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flowers came from his generosity, together with the 
rains from Heaven. All the tall, stately trees in their 
gorgeous green dresses, with their splendid branching 
arms, were growing because of the delicious heat given 
them after the clouds had fallen. Why should she not 
do better when closer to his kingdom 1 Perhaps if she 
liked it she might always remain near him. He was 
so glorious to see, it would be a perfect joy to gain 
a nearer view. Her trees, her grasses, her flowers 
would become even more beautiful still, she argued; 
and besides, she had always desired to see more of the 
Moon and the stars. If the Sun was helpfrJ to the 
earth, the Moon and the stars were equally so, in a 
way. They certainly made the world more attractive. 
The starlight and the moonlight made her nights like 
fairyland. How gorgeous it would be to live quite 
close to them all ! Oh, what a voyage she would make I 
It would be a glorious thing to remember always, even 
should she desire to return to her old life. And so, the 
moi^e she thought about it the more determined she 
was to make the attempt. 

Now, we must remember she was very young at 
is time, and maybe she was a bit giddy. That is her 
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only excuse for soch a foolwb tbcmght, Sh& kiiew 
that yearly ithe described a cirde roimd the Son. She 
knevr tb«t the circle waft not pertecClr roond, and thai 
aft times f*be wa» mach nearer him dum at others; it 
WM therefore at the pnticoin- momexit when ^^e was 
dem«ot that afae plaoned to exert all her encx^ea and 
hteak acWBf from her prescribed orbit. It wonld be a 
tt^mendoos effort— coald ^e sacceed'i 

'Fhe time was very nesv. Never had tiift £arth- 
b«eii more beautifiil. Bight royally had dbe bedecked 
b«T%lf for the occamoa of tius wondca&L visit. Flaw- 
em flaoneed t^eir beaulrf and tiieir pofimie; bizda ma^ 
t^teir sweetest; waceis and seaa put on diedr bhiest 
dresses; and, whirling chroogli apace, the Elarth. aiiid, 
" The time ia ripe, this is my prettiest aeason, axid. I son. 
at my best." And as ^te awuog around die cdesdaL 
dvele >^ amved at die spot nearest die 3au^ 

^iittiag forth aU her en^gies, in one treniHidoaa 
botittd she broke away firom her oaoal padi, uid wiidi & 
wild rush went whaling, with inciediide swt&oeaBy 
stffa^t toward th« Smu It waa an. aw^ momiHic 
for ehe world f Ito sorfitee GremUed and sny%d fear- 
AkHy as it broke away from its acetestonicd ra(ti», bat 
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still it sped on with dreadfiil swiftness through space, 
straight for the Sun. The daring young Earth was fully 
started on her journey. 

Though she may have been frightened at her own 
audacity, she never swerved from her purpose. The 
whole universe saw her and was appalled. Such a 
thing had never occurred before. The other worlds 
trembled in terror for the awful consequences about to 
overtake the beautiful but rash young Earth. 

She did not know it, but, alas! she was travelling 
to her death. Nothing can live in the burning ftimace 
of the Sun. His fire mountains are gorgeous to behold, 
but only death is in their touch. Safety lies m dis- 
tance, but the poor foolish Earth was going to her doom. 
Even the Moon, had she stopped there, would have 
been no better. On the Moon no vegetation grows. 
Her mountains are perpetually cold. Silent and dead, 
aU Uving things have passed away from her. 

The stars leaned down to watch the awful race, and 
the Moon, pallid with fear, turned away in horror as 
the tragedy of death seemed inevitable. Could noth- 
ing save herl 

At this moment the Sun, who loved her tenderly, 
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determined to stop her even though he must hurt her 
terribly in doing it. With a mighty eflFort he suddenly 
sent forth from the great craters of his fire mountains 
a living flame. Hundreds of miles the sheet of red 
fire leaped out across the heavens to meet the 
Earth. Cruel it seemed, most terrible it was, as it 
showered about the Earth in millions of flaming sparks. 

The Moon shuddered as the red-hot coals flew past 
her white palace. She knew the agony of the blow, 
and with her kindly heart she instantly showered her 
cool silver light to lessen the pain. Even the stars, 
hoping to help her too, dropped biilliant meteors by 
millions. What gorgeousness was in the spectacle, 
and, alas, what ^ony the poor Earth sufliered with 
it! As the liquid fire burned deep into her tender 
form, she fainted outright. But the Sun had saved 
her, for the flames stopped her mad career. 

Exhausted and weakened by the pain, she fell back 
panting, and soon again she was in the safe orbit of 
her own celestial rounds. But she was sore and bruised, 
and in her heart was wounded pride. She felt that 
the Sun did not wish her nearer, and bitterly she 
acknowledged this to herself. 
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Deep into the Earth had sunk the Sun fire and the 
beams of the Moon too, and many a day the poor Earth 
quivered with the awftd pain. She reeled and trembled 
mightily: earthquakes rent her; mountains fell apart; 
and seas rolled back, making great deserts. But at 
least the Earth was spared luito the universe. 

Finally, when months had gone, the saddened 
Earth was well again. She gazed upon the Sun and 
meekly asked, "Why did you spurn my lovel Why 
did you wound me sol" 

"Because," answered the Sun, "I loved you unsel- 
fishly, and a close approach to me means only death 
for you. My love is too great to let you die in agony ; 
and, oh! beloved Earth, the very wounds I gave you 
in my struggle for your life shall prove a blessing." 

Smiling upon her tenderly, the Sun showed her how 
his glowing fire had turned to molten gold. The great 
shinmg drops were sparkling in her bosom, and gold 
mines grew in plenty. 

Amazed and gratified, the Earth looked deeper. 
She saw also that the fallen beams of the Moon were 
purest silver now. Gold and silver glittered everywhere. 
Like tiny sparks of fire, the yellow metal gleamed from 
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ont the black Boil ; and close beside it long lines 
of flashing white showed silver so pure it seemed like 
drops of rain all crystallized. Marvellous was the 
sight of all this beauty, and the Earth, knowing that 
the Sun still loved her, glowed with pride renewed. 

Purified and repentant of her foolish whim to m^e 
that awiul trial, she beamed her thanks and gratitude 
for all these treasures. Yet sometimes — womanlike, 
perhaps — she wonders if her wicked act was after all a 
flagrant crime, for from that journey did she not bring 
back these priceless jewels, these precious ores, to 
beautify and adorn the world? And always since that 
time she has given occupation to her people, because 
the wonderful sky jewels have multiplied continually, 
and now they glitter through the world in all directions, 
gleaming gold and silver. So to-day, though the 
Earth shudders in thought of the dreadful pain of that 
aw^ experience, still she thinks with great pride of 
what her sufferings produced; and the recollection is 
not wholly disagreeable, for in remembrance of it are 
scattered all over the world her great, glittering, splen- 
did mines of Gold and Silver. 
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VI 

THE LADDER OF MOONLIGHT 

JACOB fled before the wrath of Esau. He had 
bought Esau's birthright with a mess of pottage, 
and by a he he had obtained the blessing which 
Esau had expected. Therefore Esau swore to kill him. 
Rebecca was unhappy and afraid because she had 
urged Jacob to deceive his father. Jacob was her best- 
beloved child, her idol ; so she sought some means to 
save him from his angry brother. Influencing the old 
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Isaac to consent, she secretly sent Jacob many miles 
away to the home of her brother Laban. 

Now Jacob was not really wicked at heart — he 
was only a spoiled boy who had been badly trained 
by a fond mother; but he had done a grievous thing. 
First he had taken advant^e of bis brother's hunger 
to buy his birthright with a mess of pottle ; then he 
had lied to his father to get his blessing. These were 
mean things to do, and therefore he had certainly been 
wicked; but God knew that in those early days men's 
natures were rough and unformed; so, though Jacob's 
sin was great, the Lord loved him still. He would 
punish, him of course, and He did. Through the long 
and weary years in which Jacob worked for Laban he 
suffered greatly; but in the end God gave him much, 
(md when Jacob returned to his own country with his 
wives and all his possessions, none was more tender 
and foi^ving than Esau. 

Laban was a hard master, and though Jacob re- 
mained with him for fourteen years and worked like a 
slave, it was because of his love for his beautiiul cousin 
Rachel. She in turn loved Jacob, and was quite 
willing to marry him. 
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Now when Jacob had worked for seven years, prepa- 
rations for the wedding commenced. Alas! then 
Jacobus real punishment was about to begin. When 
his bride appeared, she wore a heavy veil, and after 
the marriage ceremony Jacob discovered he had been 
fooled, — that it was the older sister, Leah, he had 
married, and not the girl he loved. 

You can imagine how terribly disappointed he was, 
and of course he had a right to be ; but when he went 
to Laban to complain, the old man calmly told him he 
could not let his younger daughter marry before the 
older; and as the law allowed men more wives than 
one, he added that he would let him marry Rachel in a 
week if he would serve seven more years. So Jacob 
consented, and at last did get his beautiful wife, whom 
he tenderly loved always. 

Jacob certainly deserved all he suffered in being 

fooled by his first marriage, for it was exactly what he 

had done to his father — deceived him. But all the 

fourteen years Jacob worked like a slave he did it with 

good grace. True, part of the time he was married to 

his adored Rachel, and that comforted him greatly. 

He had to rise early to tend the sheep, and he guarded 
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the cattle and did the work of many men. That he 
meant this as an act of repentance we may be sure, 
for long before that time he realized fiilly what a 
deceitful thing he had done. So it came to pass that 
in the end God truly forgave Jacob and blessed him 
with his wives and children; and Esau foi^ave him 
readily; and when Jacob died he was full of honors 
and beloved by all. But it is of his wonderful dream 
I shall now tell you. 

He was truly sorry, even at first, for his act of 
deceit ; but Kebecca was determined, so she urged hiTn 
to begin his journey at once. What was done could 
not be undone, she argued, and so she persuaded him 
to flee from his brother's wrath. 

Now when Jacob had gone a little way he knelt 
and prayed to God. Aroxmd him stretched the sand- 
wrapped desert. Its immensity and its mystery were 
appalling, its impressive silence weighed upon him; 
but as the lonely lad knelt to speak to God and looked 
upward, he saw the constellations in their places and 
was comforted. How the stars twinkled ! What 
radiant light emanated from them! They seemed to 
brighten the sky and bring him closer to the Lord. In 
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the presence of the sublime night, under the spell of 
its beauty and its evidence of God's greatness, the 
youth sent up a cry for pardon. He asked forgiveness 
humbly, and besought his heavenly Father not to for- 
sake him in this terrible hour. He was very earnest, 
and offered in expiation to do cheerfully any penance 
the Lord would impose. He was hardly more than 
a boy, and the Lord looked upon his youth and did 
forgive him. 

That night when he slept in the lonely desert, he 
was comforted much, for beautifully was his prayer 
answered. The golden gates of Heaven swimg wide 
apart, and through the opened portals fell a jewelled 
ladder. Softly it dropped until it reached the earth, 
and then down its glittering steps walked glorious 
angels. Straight from Heaven they came, and each 
one bore a message to the sleeping boy, — that God 
forgave and loved him still. Descending and ascend- 
ing all night long, those brilliant visitors told Jacob 
the self-same thing. Though he should suffer much 
for many years, in the end he would be forgiven; and 
in proof of those blessed words, many think God left 

the ladder there. 
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Have, you never seen it in the sky"? Then watch 
more closely. When the bright silver palace of the 
moon swings around the celestial circle, follow her, for 
she carries the jewelled stairs always. As she moves 
slowly across her star-studded pathway, the ladder 
swings below her. The sky's matchless jewels — the 
stars — peep out from their blue ceiling, a mass of 
glittering fire and silver, to see its twinkling steps; 
and the ocean, like a big mirror, catches and reflects 
these myriad dancing lights in its shining depths. 
The bewildering beauty of this moon-ladder is truly 
wonderful. Wherever you turn to face the moon you 
see it, — a long streak of brilliant silver, sparkling with 
jewels. 

Serenely beautiful and majestic is the moon as she 
glides across the turquoise sky with her matchless 
treasure. Sometimes she leans down lower to catch 
the golden gleam of our own earth-star. Of all the 
millions of glittering points embroidered on the celes- 
tial tapestry she loves this one best, because since that 
glorious night when Jacob saw the angels and the 
ladder, the moon fulfils a mission in carrying it: it 
swings above the earth for mortals to see and remem- 
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ber that beautiftil message of forgiveness to Jacob. 
And so, as the moon sails across the heavens with her 
jewelled ladder, she must always show her treasure 
to the world, and to do this she watches us closely 
and has learned to love us. 

For upon our surface she sees wonderful things, great 
valleys and barren deserts, limpid blue seas and bound- 
less plains; whUe laxge forests, too, pass beneath her 
in their dress of varied green. Then, as our bright 
earth whirls rapidly through space, she sees mountains 
raise their purple heads among the clouds or stoop 
down to feel the ocean's cooling depths, or higher 
still they rear their lofty peaks and hold them scom- 
ftJly aloof, and thus, capped with perpetual snow, 
they stand beautiftil and glorified. The moon sees all 
our earthly paradise of joys — our birds and flowers, 
our feathery palms, our shrubs and grasses; because 
always and forever she must let the ladder of moon- 
light float to touch these earthly things. 

And what a splendid silver ladder God has made ! 
Step by step it has been wrought with greatest care, 
for it stretches out miles and miles to reach us. 
Strong as bands of steel each round is worked, yet 
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finer in its texture tlian the gossamer web of spiders. 
Woven with the sacred touch of Heaven — the angels' 
touch — it is exquisitely light, yet bo bright withal 
it can easily be seen for thousands of miles. 

One by one its glistening silver steps were tested; 
ring by ring its loops were firmly fastened and bound 
together. Dainty as it looks, the ladder must be strong 
for constant use; for ever since the night when Jacob 
was foi^ven — the night the angels walked down those 
shining silver stairs — the moon has carried her pre- 
cious burden for the earth to see. Every night between 
the mystic hours of dusk and rosy dawn somewhere in 
the heavens that splendid white palace is shining, and 
from its crystal windows hangs the silver ladder, flood- 
ing the earth with glory. Since then — who knowsl — 
other angels have walked down those jewelled steps, 
carrying foi^veness to the world. 
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VII 

SUNRISE AND SUNSET 

IN a basket of bulrushes daubed with slime and 
pitch, by the river's brink lay a beautiful baby. 
On one side, the wide river tore rapidly by, bring- 
ing certain death if the cradle slipped at all ; on the 
other, the desert with its great waste of yellow sands 
stretched endlessly away. Mountains, old and wrinkled, 
gathered in clusters and peeped across at the sleep- 
ing babe. Ugly and barren they were, rising out of 
the parching yellow sands. The sun poured down 
its burning heat and scorched everything. Alas! 
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what fate could there be for that tiny babe but 
death? 

Yet that babe, so perilously placed, was destined 
for greatness. He was Moses ; and a princess, the 
daughter of the great Pharaoh, found imd loved him. 
One morning she went to the river with her maids to 
bathe ; she saw the sleeping child, and at once adopted 
him and kept him as her own. 

But her father had ordered all the male children of 
the Hebrews to be slain, and she had a hard time 
hiding little Moses from his sight. It was because of 
this order that the innocent baby had been exposed 
to the cruel jaws of the crocodiles on the river Nile. 
The mother had put him there to hide him from the 
terrible soldiers, and so the Princess found him in the 
bulrushes. 

But God loved Moses and protected him, and made 
him the greatest of His prophets. He was chosen to 
deliver the Children of Israel out of Egypt, out of the 
wicked Pharaoh's hands. With his rod he performed 
many miracles ; and though King Pharaoh hated him 
and tried to kill him, he never could accomplish his 
death. 
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God selected Moses as his chosen one, and bravely 
Moses did his Master's bidding. Alone he stood before 
the King pleading for his people's freedom, telling 
Pharaoh God's great wrath would fall on Egypt if 
the King hearkened not. But though on hearing 
these threats the King was sore afraid (for he thought 
Moses a great magician), he did not wish to let the 
Children of Israel go : they were his slaves, his work- 
men, and were useful in many ways. Cunningly he 
strove to fool the prophet, and with false promises 
he kept the IsraeUtes with him. 

When Moses found the heart of Pharaoh so hard, 
he took his rod and held it forth, and lo! the ten 
plagues of Egypt swiftly followed. Oh, those were 
days of terrible woe all over the land, for the wrath 
of God is a wonderful and fearful thing. 

The river and all the streams turned to blood, and 
there was no water to drink; and frogs filled the whole 
country and entered all the houses, and still Pharaoh 
was obstinate. Then came flies and horrible insects, 
and lightning, and hail, and locusts ; yet Pharaoh only 
increased his sm. There was wailing and mourning m 
Egypt because of the wicked King who would not let 
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God's chosen people go, and pla^e ^er plague was 
sent ; yet still Pharaoh remained obdurate. 

Then at last Moses stretched out once more his rod 
and brought an awful curse upon the King's country. 
That night every first-bom in the land of Egypt sick- 
ened and died, and a terrible cry went up, such as had 
never been heard before. 

Then Pharaoh was really irightened, and gave the 
people of Israel permission to leave. Marching away, 
they left the land where they had suffered so long. 
God went before them ; by day He sent a piUar of 
doud, and by night a pillar of fire, so they might 
always know the road to follow. 

But no sooner bad the Children of Israel gone than 
Pharaoh repented that he had let them leave, and 
ordered his army to pursue them. The Israelites were 
in the desert, and when they saw Pharaoh coming 
they hastened onward until they reached the borders 
of a great sea, and there they cried out in terror to 
Moses, "We are caught, and will perish! See, the 
desert is behind us, with Pharaoh, and before us lies 
only the terrible water!" 

But Moses feared not ; he stood, splendid and strong 
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in faith. He put forth his rod; instantly the waters 
of the sea moved away, and the Children of Israel 
walked over dry land; for the billows rolled back 
before a mighty wind that blew all night, and the 
water was like an emerald wall on either side. Every 
man, woman, and child crossed the Red Sea in safety. 
But when Pharaoh and his chariots rushed in furi- 
ously and tried to follow them, the sea rolled back in 
its place, and they were caught and swallowed up in 
the cold green waves. Thus did God show His love 
for His chosen people, and thus did He punish the 
wicked ones who persecuted them. 

But when the Hebrews had thus been led into 
safety, and had been taken out of that awftd bondage, 
they forgot God for a while. They became ungrate- 
ful, and longed for the fleshpots of Egypt. Moses had 
much trouble with them ; but he prayed earnestly, and 
God spoke to him from Mount Sinai telling him what 
to do, and He gave him the ten commandments to 
teach the people, and many laws besides. 

Now Moses was often with the Lord communing 
on the mountain, and during his absence the Hebrews 
fell into idolatry. They made a golden calf and wor- 
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shipped it, they forgot the Lord their God, and they 
did many other wicked things. 

When Moses descended and found them fallen into 
such an evil condition, he was very angry, and he 
broke their false gods and spoke harshly to the people. 
They were tembly frightened at his wrath, and quickly 
forsaking their evil ways, they tried to live righteous 
lives again. But they were frail, and not strong in 
their faith, and they feared to be left without Moses ; so 
when they heard he was to Leave them again they were 
terrified. God often took Moses up on the moimtain 
and kept him there in a cloud talking to him ; some- 
times He kept him there for forty days and forty nights 
together. 

The people felt that if Moses went again and 
stayed so long they might fall into sin, and they 
begged God most earnestly not to hide Moses, who 
was a tower of strength, so long. "Give us faith, 
Lord, to keep our covenant with Thee," they prayed. 

The whole camp joined in this prayer; so one day 

the Lord appeared on Mount Sinai, and with Him were 

a liiousand saints, and He said, " So be it." And later, 

when He called Moses up on the mountain, He showed 
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them what was behind that pillar of cloud, the sight 
of which strengthened their faith. For in spite of the 
people's many weaknesses the Lord loved Israel, and 
in the long ago He had promised Noah He would never 
again be so severe with the people of the earth. 

Therefore when Moses was summoned, a great sign 
appeared in the heavens. There stood a mighty angel 
in the clouds. A crown was on his head, his face was 
like the sun, and his feet were like two pillars of fire ; 
and as the people looked, the clouds rolled back and 
parted. The door of Heaven opened, and behold, they 
saw the city of God ! On a splendid throne sat the 
Supreme One, and there was a rainbow round His 
throne, and His throne shone like an emerald. Saints 
in white garments and golden crowns were there, and 
the city sparkled like purest crystal. A great wall with 
twelve gates was seen, and the wall was embedded 
with precious stones -jasper, sapphire, amethyst, 
topaz, and many other precious jewels blended in 
delicious harmony. The twelve gates were made of 
magnificent pearls, and the streets of the city were 
of pure gold, — one could never describe the glory of 
that Holy City. The Israelites fell upon their knees 
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overawed, thanking God for the divine sight, and 
promising Him love and obedience forever in retmn. 
And think you the skies have forgotten that glimpse 
of Paradise"? Once seen, the glory of that Holy City 
remains forever. It has dyed the heavens with its 
magnificence. Its precious jewels and its streets of 
gold and crystal lights have stained the skies with their 
reflection. Never again were those radiant colors lost. 
Twice each day mortals are given a faint reflection 
of that heavenly glory. Perhaps it is when dawn is 
breaking over the sleeping world, and when the first 
faint flush of morning rises, that one gets a glimpse of 
Paradise. Fink tints break up the deep gray shades 
of night. Flashing colors gleam across steely waters 
and hazy mountains, until at last the clouds and 
sky are brilliant as a rainbow. Then suddenly a gold- 
en mist showers the earth, and, creeping above the 
horizon, out peeps the sim. Maybe it is at sunset that 
we see this glory, when the skies shimmer in goigeous 
splendor, and the clouds pile high in glorious coloring ; 
at that time the Heavenly City, with its jewelled walls 
and golden streets, its crystal lights and its magnificent 
radiance, comes plainly to our view. 
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Perchance on the waters of some great lake we see 
it first. Pebbles many feet beneath the water glisten 
like fire opals ; then we know the glory is beginning. 
Red sandstone cliffs along the shore first catch the 
light and gleam out like burning fire; then magic 
colors tinge the soft fleecy clouds above, and one by 
one these colors deepen. Purple, gray, pink, gold, and 
crimson blend together in glorious confasion. The 
calm surface of the water reflects the brightly colored 
heavens, and gradually the whole western world is 
aflame. Then, almost in an instant, the great burst 
of light upon the skies has died away to pearly shades 
of gray, and lo, the splendid evening star has risen! 
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VIII 

THE MIST 

THE Creation was finished. Dazzlingly beauti- 
ful the universe stretched out, a glittering 
map of glowing worlds. From Heaven a 
pure white light radiated, brilliant and magnificent, 
and showing, as it flashed across the skies, the star 
jewels in their deep blue settings. One by one those 
precious sky gems unfolded their sparkling lights and 
took the places God had given them, revolving about 
the fire mountains of the sun. 

From the golden colmnns of His throne our 
Heavenly Father gazed upon His great work with 
satisfaction. In the centre of the whole universe He 
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had placed Heaven. So exactly in the middle of 
all His great worlds was this eternal abode of happi- 
ness set that the inhabitants of those golden palaces 
and jewelled streets could see equally well in all direc- 
tions the whole panorama of moving briUiancy. 

Alcyone, the holy star, was the most beautifully 
resplendent of all the shining Ughts. It had no b^;ia- 
ning, it would have no ending, but, perfect and munifi- 
cent, it would shine out in glory when all the other 
worlds had Hved and passed away. In its midst moved 
the cherubim and seraphim in shining garments of 
white. The sanctity and purity of the holy souls up- 
on the earth who would later join them there, would 
only make the Heavenly City more brilliant still, for 
every pure soul entering Paradise only glorifies God 
the more. 

Viewed from Heaven, the majesty of the universe 
became apparent. A superb spectacle of countless 
brilliant worlds revealed the greatness and the power 
of God. Stretching out in long, Imninous lines, rays 
of Ught scintillated from each star world. In the 
distance the earth appeared, a tiny glowing ball of 
fire, as she went whirling about her central point, the 
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sun. Swiftly revolving in her orbit, she rolled away 
as pretty a jewel in the skies as any one could find. 
Indeed, among all the stars sprinkled so lavishly in 
the heavens, none seemed worthier than this tiny 
earth world so far away. 

Light and darkness were there most charmingly 
combined. Day flashed forth in shimmering radiance. 
Night, melancholy and black, loomed out, showing the 
changes God had willed. A moving panorama of ma- 
jestic proportions passed before Heaven's watchers,- 
dark mountains rising to enormous heights, and ravines 
on them filled with huge glaciers; frosty arms clasped 
the valleys, and here and there a strip of fleecy cloud 
hung suspended from the brow of a mountain; sea- 
green oceans reflected all this grandeur, making it 
even more beautiful and wonderful; and through it 
all man moved, magnetic and attractive, and beloved 
of God. 

Tenderly had the Lord provided for all the wants 
of this man race. Herbs and fruits were there for his 
nomrishment; grasses and trees for beauty and for 
comfort. Surely the God of Heaven loved this creature 
man, since He did so much for his well-being. 
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The sun, so many miles away, looked down and 
saw the bright little world called the earth whirling 
through space, and poured out his heat to warm it and 
nourish its life. Millions of miles the flames leapt 
out from the fire mountains, sending their heat in 
scarlet waves abroad, but all those miles it carried 
life-giving nourishment for our globe. Clouds were 
gathered to protect us from too great a warmth and 
to soften the fierce glow that blazed at times upon 
us. Everything was done for our comfort and delight. 
At eventide the angels often let down their golden 
buckets, on amber ribbons, and drew the water from 
the sea to make the clouds, which they woidd pile 
high in brilliant palaces of many colors, and built 
jewelled columns of rarest gems to support these shin- 
ing castles in the sky, until at last, in glory and in 
splendor, the heavens were aflame with beauty. " The 
sun is drawing water," the world people say ; but those 
golden buckets and colored ribbons are held only by 
brilliant angels, I am sure. 

The world lived on and flourished. The sons of 
men worked out their lives and destinies, and God 
punished or rewarded them for good or evil done. 
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The ways of God are wise, the work of man is plain; 
and so at last, when death claimed each soul, God's 
angels floated downward to bring it up to Heaven. 

But pure and good as those just souls are, they 
still are not quite worthy to see God. The brilliance 
of His purity is so great they could not rest a moment 
happy in his presence unpurified; so for a while, upon 
this earth or near it, must these chosen souls remain. 
To greater purity still they must attain before the glory 
of God's Heavenly City bursts upon them ; then, when 
prepared and ready for the kingdom, the angels come 
to lead them to His throne. 

The gorgeous brilliance of their passage is so great 
that, should our mortal eyes detect it, death would 
come to us at once, and, in mercy, God protects us 
from the sight. When the souls of the just are ready 
for their journey to the centre of our universe (to 
Alcyone, the holy star, where Heaven is), the angels 
stand upon the highest mountain-tops and wave their 
wands of magic gift ; then a tiny ring of ghostly vapor 
comes forth from their divining rods. It floats in filmy 
whiteness on the air ; it creeps like curling smoke down 
all the mountain-sides, and covers the valleys in a 
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shroud of glorious white. Thicker and thicker curls 
the vapory substance. Slowly is the world (through 
which the holy souls must pass), enveloped in its 
ghostly cloud. Then from the curtained mountain- 
tops come the holy angels, and, gathering all the 
saintly ones, while yet the earth is shrouded, they float 
upwards with their precious charges, through white 
splendor, to the throne of God. 

These clouds of vapor form a bridge to Heaven for 
the chosen ones to pass. Often above the marshes one 
notes queer balls of fire moving through thick, ghostly 
folds of fog. Plainly, as through a transparent white 
veil, shift many glowing lights, as if lanterns or lamps 
were being swiftly carried across the marshes. The 
wise men call them feu follet, or Will-o'-the-wisp, 
but for all that we know, they are the sparkling gar- 
ments of some specially holy saint, flashing out more 
brilliantly perhaps than all the rest. We know, indeed, 
it is the journey of the holy ones to God; and after 
they are gone, their voyage safely made, the fog will 
lift, the veil will disappear. Through a golden haze 
the sun will shower down more brilliant in its yellow 
rays then ever, making the world sparkle anew, while 
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the skies and waters, in their dress of blue, will be 
more bewitching to the eye. 

The earth loves contrast. Perhaps, then, it is hard 
to choose between the golden beauty of the sun, with 
his bewildering shower of diamonds, and the won- 
drous fascination of that ghostly veil just lifted from 
the world. Weird and mysteriously beautiful is that 
shroud. It is in truth but a bridge built for the holy 
souls to pass to Heaven; yet those watching it in 
admiration, seeing the long white bridge form, with its 
straight pillars for support, noting it slowly move and 
take shape, through vast clouds of ghostly vapor, have 
given it an earthly name, calling it always by the 
poetic one — The Mist. 
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IX 

CELESTIAL JEWELS 

THE Garden of Eden shone like a precious 
jewel beneath the sparkling sim. Brilliant 
silver streams glittered, while the air was 
heavy with the perfume of rich flowers. In a perfect 
ecstasy of delight the birds sang hymns to their 
Maker, while even the grasses and trees, in a splendor 
of fresh green, strove for notice. Then, moving 
through that lovely Paradise, came the happy possess- 
ors, — the firet man and woman. 

Adam, strong and tall and lithe and handsome to 
look upon, gazed with loving tenderness upon the 
more ethereal beauty of his wife. Cannot you imagine 
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tte loveliness of that mother of our racel Cannot 
you see her as she stood in charming hesitation upon 
the mn of the great world and looked about her in 
wonder of it alii Graceful of form, serene and calm 
of countenance, she seemed the fairest thing on earth. 
Her gold-brown hair fell m glinting sparkles about her 
pereon; while her clear, bright eyes, her pearly teeth 
gleaming through smiling red lips, made her a picture 
of perfect womanhood for all time. 

Contented and happy, Adam and Eve wandered 
together through their lovely po^essions until Satan 
entered. Alas to write it! the woman was the first 
to fall; and the man yielded, because he loved the 
woman and because the woman bade him. 

God, owing to their wickedness, banished them 
both from the Garden of Eden, and placed an angel 
with a flaming sword to guard the way to the tree 
of life. 

Bowed with remorse and misery, the stricken man 
led out the woman. Far they wandered, and long. 
By the sweat of his brow Adam earned his bread. 
Eve, forlorn and sad, yet not wholly repentent, clung 
to her husband and tuded him as best she could. Her 
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sin had not been great, she argued; a moment's weak- 
ness was too small to mean her punishment, and yet 
her sin had brought this sorrow on the world. Full 
well she knew and felt her hand should strive to lift it. 
Rebellious she was, and not submissive ; but determined 
and brave, she husbanded her strength to lift the 
burden. 

Nightly when Adam slept she sought the angel at 
the gate of Eden. His sword flamed out like a beacon 
light and drew her there. Earnestly she begged the 
God of Heaven to forgive her sin. But God saw her 
heart in aU its pride and arrogance, and He is just 
and severe as well as merciful. Coldly He heard her 
prayers and turned away His face, while the angel 
gently but firmly bade her go. Yet still each night 
the unhappy woman returned to pray. 

Years passed. The woman suffered much. Pride 
whispered and tormented her. Her act had barred the 
gates of Eden, this well she knew, yet all her prayers 
had not sufficed to open them. Her heart was bitter 
in these moods, yet still she prayed incessantly. Un- 
like the man, she could not bow her head, but held 
it proudly aloft and went her way. 
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At last came her crowning hour of a^uj. No 
longer defiant, but crushed and despairing, she laj 
prostrate on the earth. Her beantiiiii hair like a pall 
covered her trembling body, while in her pain an 
ocean of tears fell from her eyes. Abel, her best 
beloved, lay dead, slain by his brother Cain. The 
mother's heart was torn asmider; bleeding in its sor- 
row, Eve lay silent. Cain, accursed, had fled! The 
donble tragedy had broken her prond spirit; the woman 
was desolate. For once she coold not seek the gates 
of Eden to pray. She thought not of the angel there ; 
her head bowed low in misery. 

Then the Lord came to her. Like a beantifal 
flower, bruised and broken, she lay upon the earth. 
But God sidd, "It is enough; her cap is overflowing," 
and the angel, stooping, lifted her to EUs feet. 

Bewildered and weak, she clung to His throne for 
strength to bear her grief, crying, " Lord, shall I 
suffer morel" But the Lord smiled, and said, "The 
gates of Paradise are open; your sins are forgiven." 
Looking, she saw enthroned in glory Abel beside his 
Maker; and her son cried, "Mother, even Ciun can 
be foi^ven!" 
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Eve, happy and radiant, turned to share her joy 
with Adam, when God spoke again. "Your soul is 
white as driven snow, your mother's tears have cleansed 
it, and all the world shall know you are forgiven. See 
in Heaven's treasures I have no finer jewel than a 
mother's love. Here lie your gathered tears." And, 
taking the glittering mass of shining crystals. He threw 
them adown the heavens. They spilled about the 
deep blue ceiling in richest splendor, and fell, a glitter- 
ing, milky way of shining stars, across the skies. 
Broadcast the trembling drops twinkled as they fell, 
making a jewelled pathway ; and still they stand, 
strewn carelessly, but for all time, a glowing monu- 
ment of Eve's maternal love. 

At night, when watching those celestial jewels 
embroidered in the deep tapestry above, remember that 
those blazing signals in the sky are but a mother's 
tears, and were worthier in the sight of God than 
precious stones; and so God made that brilliant path 
across the skies — the Milky Way of Stars. 
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THE AURORA BOREALIS 

YSTERIOUS and weird was the night. 
Overhead God's jewelled sky gave witness 
of His greatness. Big luminous stars looked 
out «f the deep blue ceiling in sparkling splendor. So 
unusually bright and large those stars seemed, that one 
might wonder whether they had not leaned closer to 
the earth to watch her. The atmosphere was laden 
with blue rays. It was too ethereal for reel color, but 
it was faintly blue and wonderfully mysterious. Sub- 
limely beautifiil, the world, breathless with suspense, 
lay hushed and quiet. Surely a mimcle was near. 

Across the Eastern sky there shot a strange un- 
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wonted light. Pale silver it shimmered at first, then 
gradually deepened until it took the radiance almost of 
day. Out of this glory, glittering and sparkling with an 
unearthly brightness, rose a splendid star. Diamonds 
and rubies, with sapphires and opals melted together, 
might suggest such enchanting colors, but nothing 
earthly can equal the glory of that star; no human eye 
could gaze unawed upon the magic rays of the Star of 
the East. 

Bright sparkles fell in myriad lines adown the earth, 
wrapping everything in mysterious gleams, and, reach- 
ing far across the desert, they touched the three Wise 
Men. Great kings were these Wise Men, watching 
earnestly. Long had they prayed for a sign from 
God; long had they watched and fasted iu that hot, 
yellow desert, praying that God might send a sign to 
answer them; and lo! across those tawny-colored hills 
of sand, this jewel of the skies arose to guide them. 
Watching and waiting, they had seen the lilac blue 
veiling that hangs above the desert after sunset come 
and go for many moons, yet no sure sign had come; 
but the strength of these patient watchers was their 
faith, and that kept them there. Often the heated air 
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had trembled with the phantom of the mirage and had 
tempted them to rise and follow; yet these signs 
seemed not enough, and fully they knew God's signal 
would be unmistakable when it came. So, when the 
Star of Bethlehem shone, what gladness filled their 
hearts! 

With a train of their own people, they mounted 
their camels and fared miles away, crossing rivers, 
moimtains, and deserts, saying, "Where is He that is bom 
King of the Jewsl We have come to worship Him/' 

Throughout their long journey the bright star led 
the way, until it stood watch over the stable where the 
young child was bom. There the three kings bowed 
low, the humblest of His worshippers. As they 
entered, and in adoration knelt before the Saviour of 
mankind, they saw beautiful Mary holding the precious 
Babe close to her breast ; but she smiled gently upon 
them as they gave their costly gifts of gold, frankin- 
cense, and myrrh. 

The child was soft and pink, and of wondrous 
beauty. Its limbs were models of perfection; and 
Mary, gazing upon it, pondered long upon its beauty. 
The radiance of noon filled the stable, because a 
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miraculous light from Heaven beamed always about 
the Blessed Virgin and her Babe. 

Now, at the moment when Jesus Christ, the Son 
of God, was bom into the world, a wonderful thing 
happened to some shepherds watching their flocks. 
The night was mild and still. Not a breath of wind 
stirred the leaves or bushes. Not a sound disturbed 
the earth's serenity, for the flock were sleeping, and 
the shepherds sat in silence. 

Suddenly they saw a great light break above them, 
as though the heavens were bursting open, and they 
saw crowds of bright angels leaning down from the 
sky. One mightier than the rest, more gorgeous in 
apparel, spoke to them, saying, "Fear not, for behold! 
I bring you good tidings of great joy. Unto you is 
bom a Saviom-. Ye shall flnd the Babe wrapped in 
swaddling clothes lying in a manger." And then the 
heavenly host b^an to sing in wonderful tones, 
"Glory to God in the Highest, and on earth peace, 
good will toward men." 

Across the dewy fields ran these shepherds, wild 
with joy; and they never stopped until they found 
Mary, and the Babe lying in the manger. 
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Cannot you picture the real happiness of those 
simple souls as they gazed upon the little Prince of 
Heaven 1 And later, when they heard that tale and 
the world learned of that night of gorgeous splendor, 
when the God-man came to redeem us, men wondered 
if perhaps somewhere in the briUiant sky the famt 
reflection of those angels^ glory had not remained to 
us ; because in the North we always find that brightly 
glowing light. It may be faint at times, but always 
does it glow, and oftentimes it flames into matchless 
glory. Sometimes it is like the light of flashing wing?, 
or great silken banners flying aloft ; then we say, " The 
Northern Lights are here." But always in my heart I 
ponder long, for all the beauty of the great Aurora 
would be but a faint reflection of the glory of that 
night ; and as I watch I seem to see the angels flying. 

Their long shining robes trail far behind, floating 
mysteriously through the sky. Great streamers of 
light float out. In pure white splendor at first they 
shoot up, then change to silver, pale pink, or orange, 
and die away to a delicate green. Or again, shading 
into deeper rose, they blaze more brilliantly to red, 
until at last, almost in a flame of fire, they die away to 
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pearl grays. But forever in their opalescent splendor 
do I see the angels with their long and cloud-like 
garments, their brilliant necklaces and jewelled crowns, 
which color all the skies; for after all, the Aurora 
Borealis but proclaims the greatoess of the Lord. 
"Glory to God in the Highest, and on earth peace, 
good will toward men." 
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XI 
THE POLAR STAR 

IN the eaxly days of the world God looked about 
His Heavenly kingdom, and, choosing one glit- 
tering jewel from the many splendid possessions 
before Him, He bade an angel take it to the earth. 
*' Tell the mortals there that this priceless gem I send 
them is from my best and greatest treasures. Tell 
them to keep it always as brilliant and untarnished as 
it is to-day. Thus will it prove my greatest gift to the 
earth ; for if they guard it well it will bring happiness 
to'all." 

The angel, bowing low, went forth bearing the 
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valued gift, and [daced it in the warid. repeating his 
Master's wonla. 

At tirst the gratetnl peopie ch«i^ed it as most 
preciooA and held it inviolate^ Its biightneas was 
diffriaed in goi^ieons raysr and its biilliancT was known 
throoghont the world. Was time really anything 
more beantiiidi It dashed its colozs evaywhrae; it 
gilded the tops ot' mountains, and Reamed, white and 
pore as a diamond, acroaa the desert: and its blaze ot* 
beantv was tor long the joy ot* its possessors. People 
gazed in wondiDos awe apoa it. dwelling on its chaims 
with mingled pride and happiness. 

Years passed, and still its radiance d^i^ted tiie 
world. Then some one sn^ested bnilding a palace fio 
gnaid it sdll better, adding that the angel had not 
placed it well apon the earth, he had not chosen the 
best position &r it, — the pretnoos jewel ^oold be 
better guarded ; and straightway the bnilding ot* a 
palace began. 

Bat shortly afterwards the biiild«s» lost in admira- 
tion ot* their own wotk. forgot their good incentzon to 
make a boose for God's jeweL and said among them- 
selves. •* How well we do oar workf The people o( 
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the world may well be proud of us. Soon our towers 
will reacb the skies; then we shall be as great as 
God himself." 

Jealousy and anger crept in among them, and 
they quarrelled as to which could build the best ; and 
soon the jewel was forgotten in their strife. No one 
cared the least about God's gift, which now, all 
neglected, lay dull and dim upon the ground. 

Perhaps the duty imposed, to keep it bright, was 
hardest for the earth people to accomplish. Forgotten 
as it was, no longer cherished, it gradually grew lustre- 
less, until at last it was cast aside and lost. The 
radiant jewel paled and faded. All its lustre dulled, 
it seemed merely a common stone. At this the God of 
Heaven sternly bade the angel seek the earth once 
more and bring straightway back the precious stone. 

Meanwhile the towers of the temple rose high to- 
ward Heaven. Inflamed with pride, the people con- 
tinued at their labors. In bitter hatred they worked, 
quarrelling and fighting always, but building higher all 
the while. 

At last the Lord smote them for their blasphemy. 
Their tower was the far-famed Babel, where the earth 
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people, in their arrogance, thought themselves equal to 
the God who made them. But the Almighty frustrated 
their wicked schemes and shattered their unholj pride. 
Suddenly many tongues and languages prevailed 
among them. No one could understand another ; all 
was confusion; and thus the Lord scattered them 
abroad upon the face of the earth. Their work had 
failed utterly, and naught was done as they had 
intended. 

During this time the angel, having sorrowfully pre- 
pared to do the bidding of the Lord, came to 
ea]*th; but first he pleaded with all his eloquence for 
mercy. 

God, listening, softened toward the unworthy earth 
people, and answered thus: "So be it. Take thou 
the jewel, and if thou find a mortal who will keep it 
but a single year the earth shall not lose it." 

Joyously the angel answered, "My work is easy 
now, for so small a thing surely I can do " ; and taking 
the jewel, he sought upon the earth the wisest he could 
find. It proved to be an old man with whitened hair. 
Placing the jewel within his hand, the angel whispered 
all the blessings it would bring upon the world and him. 
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At first the sage kept it well, proud of God's bless- 
ing. But, in vain regret, his thoughts were wandering 
always to the past, of what he might have done and 
yet had not accomplished. Long the jewel lay for- 
gotten. Then, thought the angel, **Age is often 
selfish and forgets its many blessings. I will seek for 
youth, generous and beautiful to all, and, finding this, 
surely my reward will come." 

Within the form of a lovely maiden he thought he 
had found all the virtues he desired, and, smiling, he 
placed the jewel m her hand. She loved it with a 
rapturous ecstasy, adoring its brilliance, and charmed 
the messenger of Heaven with her delight. For days 
she kept it polished to the full, wearing it in her 
bosom as a precious gift, and watching with great joy 
its lustre. But, alas to tell the tale! tiring of the 
jewel, one day she cast it rudely aside. Moved by 
some slight caprice of womanhood, perhaps, she re- 
fused to wear the jewel longer. 

Sorely disappointed, the angel caught the treasure 

as she flung it from her ; and then he sought to give 

it to a child. The prattling innocent snatched at the 

glittering toy and held it to his heart. The angel 
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felt rewarded. The year was nearly gone, when 
suddenly the illusion passed; for even the little child 
is not proof against the world's indifference ; and so 
once more within the angel's grasp the precious stone 
lay dulled. 

The year was over ; he could not try again. Sad, 
and with drooping wings, the angel stood outside 
the gates of Heaven awaiting the call. God saw 
the anguish on his face, and from His thrgne spoke 
gently: "O faithM one, taJte back the jewel to the 
earth, restored to all its pristine splendor, and choose 
a second Paradise. Placing the precious jewel there, 
let the earth people learn its re^ value and earn 
the right to keep it. Thousands of years is not too 
long for expiation, and in that time, regret shall teach 
them all their loss. The jewel is Contentment. Now 
for thousands of years the world must seek in vain to 
get it back." 

Thankfiilly the angel bowed his head. Long must 
he wait upon the earth, but at last some day, the 
penance paid, the earth shall redeem this Heaven- 
given gem. 

So he chose a second Eden to hide the gem 
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securely. It was a spot under a marvellous sky, blue 
as a turquoise, out of whicli poured the warm golden 
sunshine. There lies a great body of water. Some- 
times this ocean, motionless, like a big mirror reflects 
the blue above; again, it washes in gentle waves the 
shores of a beautiful country. 

In this wonderful land the day is very long, lasting 
months, and when the night comes it is equally long, 
and even more beautiful than the day. Everything 
enchants the eye. The flowers, the grass, the fhiits, are 
lovelier and finer and more delicious than in any other 
spot in the world, and in the midst of this Paradise the 
shining stone was placed. 

Its lustre and brilliance were so great that its re- 
flection, cast upon the sky above, shone like a little 
star ; and since then it has stood always immovable in 
the North, a brilliant, glowing light, with its long 
jewelled rays to guide the sailors and save them from 
harm. 

It cannot be missed in the celestial tapestry over- 
head, for not only does its own brightness mark it 
well, but when darkness falls upon the earth God has 
given a sure sign m the heavens by which to know it. 
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Each night seven brilliant little stare, all a-glitter with 
fire and silver, arise, shaped like a dipper, and two of 
them point always toward a tiny sparkling one in the 
North. Thus we cannot miss the Polar Star, the 
reflection of God's bright jewel. Contentment. 

When the angel had placed the jewel again upon 
the earth he built his barriers to protect it welL The 
earth people should not easily attain it. He fanned 
the waters of the ocean until they froze so hard no 
mortal could ever cross them. He wove a most won- 
derful sparkling mass together, white, and soft as 
thistledown, and called it snow, piling it in glittering 
heaps. Lastly, he spun a glittering curtain of gossamer 
web, brilliant as the sun, and hung it around this 
Paradise, blinding any one upon the earth who looked 
too closely at it. Thus wrapped in its spotless mantle 
of snow, this second Paradise awaits invasion by man. 

Years went by. The people grew more unhappy, 
and regretted sincerely the lost jewel. Too late they 
realized what their carelessness had cost them. The 
angel, however, staying on the earth, whispered in 
dreams to its people all about the priceless jewel and 
where it was hidden ; so they longed for it always. 
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To the innocent children he spoke of it oftenest, 
and once he came to a little boy, who never forgot his 
vision. The boy thought of the jewel and the 
wondrous land through aU his childhood, and through 
all his youth he planned to discover it. When grown 
to manhood his eloquence persuaded others to believe 
he could reach it, and they determined to help him. 

A ship was built, small and strong. Twelve sturdy 
men were chosen to accompany him, and the boat was 
provided with food for five years; for the journey would 
be long, and he had determined he would not return 
until he had found the mysterious land of the en- 
chanted jewel. 

The handsome ship sailed merrily away, through 
the Northern seas, on toward the unknown land. For 
days and weeks it drifted with the ice currents, farther 
and farther in the direction of the bright little star 
hangmg like a lantem in the North. 

Big icebergs towered, often nearly crushing the 
ship, and it grew colder and colder. They saw seals 
and great walruses. Strange birds flew past; white 
sea-gulls settled down on the ship's masts and seemed 
to warn the sailors by their moumftil cries to turn 
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back before they should be lost in these desolate re- 
gions. 

Finally, after weeks and months upon the waters, 
they saw dazzling snow peaks gleaming in the distance, 
and over them a shining curtain of light. They knew 
now they were near the coveted treasure; but the ice 
was everywhere, and the ship could not move an inch 
farther. 

Reindeer trotted by, and stopped sometimes to 
watch them; polar bears in their long white coats 
climbed clumsily over the ice to look with astonish- 
ment at the strangers ; and the mother bears, timid and 
uneasy, hid their babes in ice caves, where only their 
baby heads peeped out, showing their shining eyes. 
Presently the Northern Lights shot up in millions of 
glittering rays, until the whole heavens trembled with 
their glory. Awestricken by what they had seen, the 
sailors abandoned the search. 

The world sends men every year to seek the 
precious jewel, but the men are blinded with the snow, 
driven back by the ice barriers, and return defeated. 
The world must pay its penalty, must expiate its crime 
of neglect ; and some day soon (for in Heaven a 
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thousand years is but a day) , when mortals least expect 
it, the angel, in robes of shining light, will pull down 
those barriers of ice and snow, the ice will float away, 
and the snow will melt. Then obeying God's com- 
mand, he will give the jewel again into the keeping 
of the world. 

The brilliant jewel will then really belong to the 
earth people, for they will have struggled to earn it, 
and Contentment will be theirs at last. The world 
will be at peace; Babel will be forgotten. Content- 
ment ours, love will prevail; all languages upon the 
earth will be as one; while the glorious land wherein 
the jewel lies will be opened to the world, yielding its 
rich beauties to mortal eyes. 
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XII 

THE MOCKING-BIRD 

IN the beautiful Southern land, on the edges of 
the big Gulf whose shores are shaded with the 
spreading branches of Hve-oak trees rearing their 
splendid trunks on the curving line of yellow sand; 
where pink crape myrtles, yellow acacias, and white 
Spanish daggers are scattered; where Cherokee roses 
bloom in thousands, their yellow hearts showing in 
brilliant contrast to their dazzling white petals, a bird 
sings a wonderful song. 

So entrancingly sweet is this music that people 
travel thousands of miles to hear it, and come from all 
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parts of the world only to listen to the liquid notes of 
its voice. Its fame is great, its song perennial, and the 
beauty of its glorious tones impossible to describe. It 
is a small creature, soft gray in color, with a splash of 
white on its wings and tail ; but its voice is like an echo 
from heaven — once heard it can never be forgotten. 
The blue Gulf lies like a sheet of glass in a golden 
mist before you. A few fleecy clouds Ue across the 
heavens, accentuating the color of the sky, but not a 
breath is stirring. Pale lines of dazzling orange- 
colored light wave and undulate; the heat is so intense 
it seems to shimmer in a golden haze over everything. 
The stillness is profound, save for the green-eyed, red- 
throated lizards that sUp through the grass. Suddenly 
a bewildering sound is heard; then you know this 
Southern fairy is singing his bewitching song, and in 
this delicious burst of rapturous melody he tells over 
and over again the story of his life. 



? 



The Lord looked upon the world imd saw how 

beautiftil it was, and He said, "What else can I do to 

make the earth more attractive 1" And straightway 

He bethought Himself, "I shall make a creature that 
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all the world will love. BeautiM as the dawn shall 
it be, and as gloriously brilliant as the starry night. 
With this splendor combined I shall endow it with 
Heaven's badge of glory.'' And immediately He made 
the birds, giving them wings, as He gave to the angels. 
Also He gathered the colors of the setting smi to 
decorate their dresses and fascinate the eyes of man. 
Thus came upon the earth the rose-breasted grosbeak, 
the scarlet tanager, the robin, the cardinal redbird, the 
bird-of-paradise, the peacock, and the humming-bird; 
but oh, how can I describe the many feathered tribes, 
or all their varied colors? Orange, which glows like a 
flame, was there, painted upon their dresses, and rich 
yellow with dashes of red, and loveliest of turquoise 
tints, — all used to beautify, until the world, bewildered, 
cried in ecstasy, " The birds are the loveliest of all 
creatures." 

Then God, satisfied, called His angels before Him, 
for the birds which He had sent into the world, with 
the badge of Heaven to carry in their wings, should 
remind the world always of Him. He gave the angels 
charge to teach them the music of His heavenly host, 
that their song might tell the people of the earth of 
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His love and mercy. And the angels, bowing low, 
obeyed the mandate of the Lord. 

Daily the birds were taught the music of the 
heavenly spheres, and quickly they learned their lesson. 
The sang long and charmingly, filling the world with 
splendid music — all save one. Always when the birds 
were warbling their exquisite notes, one tiny creature 
sat silent and alone. It could not learn at all. The 
voices of the nightingales and larks rang out in joyous 
tones. Canaries, and the host of other birds, joined 
most merrily in the concert; but alas! the pretty bird 
in gray was mournful and depressed. The woods 
resounded with the silver tones of all the feathered 
tribes, but try as it would, it could not sing correctly. 
Its voice was harsh, and so discordant that all hearers 
fled before it. 

Time passed. The angels, sore distressed, per- 
plexed themselves in vain to mend the matter. What 
could they dol Then one more ingenious than the 
rest made up a plan. Long had she watched the little 
bird stru^le despidringly, through harsh, discordant 
notes, to weave a song, and so she said, " I know a 
way at least to help it." 
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The task of the angels was done. The burds sang 
gloriously ; delicious was the sound of their music in 
the woods ; and always since that day has their music 
delighted the people of the earth. Then the angels 
said: "The time has come; we must return to God." 
But the one with the wave of pity in her breast stooped 
low and caught the tiny feathered creature close, and, 
rising with the rest, left all the earth behind. Pro- 
foundly sad, the bird nestled close to its protector, and 
thus in sorrow and in sympathy they floated upward. 

The messenger of Heaven whispered softly to her 
charge, "Do not despair; together we will plead your 
cause before the mighty King of Heaven. You wish 
so earnestly to sing, surely He will find a way.'' Thus 
gently she comforted the tiny clinging creature as best 
she could, carrying it to the Heavenly City. 

But on the instant that the golden gates swung 
wide apart to let them pass, and the great mysteries of 
Heaven shone fiill before them, the bird fluttered from 
her grasp. Bewildered for a moment by the glorious 
light of Heaven, it fell, then slowly stumbled to its 
feet, and, with head erect and eyes so bright that the 
angel scarcely knew it, it raised its wings and floated 
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to the throne of God. There it perched, a radiant 
creature, marvellous and beautiful to see. It could 
not be the unhappy bird she had known. The splash 
of white upon its wings shone out like gleaming jewels 
*neath Heaven's glorious light; its throat was swelling 
with delight, while on the instant came a sound un- 
heard before. 

At first a low, sweet note, which, rising in a burst 
of delicious melody, broke forth in song. The little 
bird sang in a perfect ecstasy of joy ! Its thrills and 
notes were liquid as crystal springs of water, and soft 
as velvet in their tone. What mystery was here 9 
This volume of song, floating through the golden 
streets of the Heavenly City and echoing in marvellous 
sweetness, was wonderful to hear. The angel knelt in 
mute amazement, watching the radiant creature as it 
poured forth its wealth of music. 

A miracle had happened ! God smiled benignly as 
He answered the unspoken question of the kneeling 
angel. "This tiny bird shall be famous even among 
the brilliant singers you have taught upon the earth; 
its sight of Heaven has been enough to give it speech 
forever. Before you breathed your prayer its voice 
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was bom. Henceforth its song shall be of the glories 
it has seen within these golden gates." Gently then 
He bade the bird go back to earth and tell the splendor 
of its vision and teach the world to long for Heaven. 

So this is why the mocking-birds are such exquisite 
singers. Over and over again they tell the marvels of 
that holy city, — its golden streets, its jewelled palaces, 
its lights, its music, and its holy Master are described. 
Do you wonder at the beauty of its song, when the 
King of Heaven in all His glory is the theme? 

And thus the Southern lands are famous. In their 
groves of magnolias, citrons, and crepe myrtles the bird 
loves long to linger. It never comes far North, but 
prefers perpetual sunlight ; and there too in the brilliant 
moonlight it revels in delight. It tells all mortals of 
the greatness of God and His Paradise of joys. It sings 
at all hours, by day and by moonlight, but best of all 
is its voice just as the dawn is breaking on the world. 
Then, when the light of day is about to burst over the 
sleeping earth, it seems to feel that the glory of the sun 
is just a faint reflection of God's holy city, and at this 
reminder of its visit to Heaven it gives forth its won- 
derful song of joy and happiness. 
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If you go to-day into shaded woods, where crystal 
streams flow over rocks, and where flowers and ferns 
form a soft carpet for your feet, you will find birds in 
every variety of color. Their rainbow-tinted dresses 
flood the forests with beauty; and if you listen to their 
song they will tell you the reason they exist — God's 
boundless love to man. But the Southern mocking-bird 
adds even more than this to its song. The rapturous 
ecstasy of sound floating out in such waves of sweetness 
bewilders and fascinates, until the soul is thrilled with 
wonder at its description, and longs to see the glory of 
the holy city and the King of Heaven. 
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AN angel knelt at the throne of God, carrying 
in his arms a child of wonderfiil beauty. God 
smiled as He laid His hand upon the brow 
of the sleeping babe, saying, "Go without sin into the 
world below. Beauty of face and form shall be thine 
always, but more beautiiiil still shall be the whiteness 
of thy soul. Aye, for ever and ever shall thy praises 
be simg, beloved and blessed among all women." 

What tongue shall tell the majesty of these words, 

or describe the sublimity of that blessing 1 Silence fell 

upon those gathered there, then out of the brilliant 

throng cherubim and seraphim slowly emerged, clad in 
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garments like the sun, and, approaching the angel, thej 
looked with awe on the lovely creature God had blessed. 

As the golden gates of Heaven swimg wide apart 
the angel rose, and passing swiftly down the jewelled 
streets and through those gleaming portals, bore his 
precious burden to the earth. As he descended, the 
heavens glowed with light, and his pathway became as 
the day, for the radiance caught from the golden palaces 
and jewelled streets within cast its magnificence before 
him ; and those wonderful lights have dwelt, ever since, 
somewhere in the skies. 

Silently and swiftly the angel glided to the earth. 
If there were clouds before him in the sky they became 
like burnished brass, and only served to mark his way 
with brilliance. The moon hung far below, a palace 
of limpid crystal swinging in a sky of turquoise blue. 
Her silver Hght flooded everything with beauty, and 
twinkling moonbeams lay like jewels all along his path. 
And then, as if heaping splendor upon splendor, the 
stars flamed out, like gems woven into the celestial 
tapestry. What a wonderftd backgroimd of magnifi- 
cence for the descent of the Holy Angel and the Blessed 
Maid! The earth lay at their feet reflecting the lustre 
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of the skies. The immensity, the mystery of God was 
all about them. 

Gently the angel laid the tiny baby in its mother's 
arms; and thus a princess came upon the earth, for 
Mary was of royal blood, belonging to the house of 
David. She grew in strength, and her beauty was 
marvellous to behold. Her face and form were perfect, 
and as God loved to look upon her too, her sweet inno- 
cence was greater still. 

Lovely as a dream, and in purest modesty, Mary 
went her way, growing to sweet womanhood in absolute 
perfection. Her crowning joy of life came with her 
motherhood. Oh, glorious destiny! Mother of God! 

One day the angel came. Splendidly brilliant, the 
majestic Gabriel stood before her. From his white 
garments flashed the eternal light of Heaven. His 
flowing hair was bound by a jewelled tiara, and in his 
hand he held the sceptre of sovereignty. At the 
splendor of this vision — for on the angel's brow was 
the serene reflection of his Master's face — Mary fell upon 
her knees, filled with holy joy, for an intangible some- 
thing told her a miracle was near. 

The kingly messenger spoke. "Purest of virgins, 
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thoa art God's chosen one; blessed art thoa among 
women.** And Mary hnmblj bowed her head to answer, 
*• Behold the handmaid of the Lord." 

What greater J07 hath any woman known than thisi 
Later, all the agony she suffered at the foot of the cross 
coold never take away from the sweetness of that 
moment, the blessed thought that God chose her from 
ail the world to be the Mother of His Son. 

Her hour of priceless joy had come; yet she, a 
princess bom, lay on a bed of straw, humbly sheltered 
by a roQghly built stable; but she minded not, for 
Joseph, faithfrd and true, watched with her, and God 
was near, and when the Babe, soft, sweet, and warm, lay 
close within her arms, her heart was full of gladness. 

Later, kings came to worship in the humble stable; 
and the Star of Bethlehem, lighting the poor room, 
made it gleam with jewels. Those magic star rays had 
guided the three great kings t« worship at the cradle 
of the Saviour ©f the world, and as they knelt in humble 
adoration, a great peace fell upon them all. 

Bare gifts they brought, frankincense and myrrh 
and gold, offering them at the cradle of the sleeping 
child. Gh>d blessed them for it, and Mary smiled upon 
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them too ; yet she scarcely noticed the costly gifts, for 
she pondered in her heart long over the great beauty 
of the child. 

The child grew in wisdom and in strength. His 
mother shared His sorrows and His joys, guided His in- 
fant steps to manhood, and rejoiced in all His miracles. 
She suffered with Him too, in His agony on the cross. 

Kneeling at His blessed feet, crushed and crucified 
in spirit, her heart bled as the scarlet drops fell, and in 
all His agony. He remembered her. Tenderly He 
blessed her, for He loved her dearly, and He knew her 
heart was wrung with anguish. He had always given 
her a son's devotion, and ijow in gentle words He left 
her to the care of John, His best beloved disciple. 

Those awftd hours of torture were gone at last. 
Christ had redeemed the world! Transfigured and 
arisen, His earthly life was done. 

Struggling back to calmness, Mary resumed her 

daily life and awaited with resignation the summons of 

her Maker. Finally it came, and she closed het eyes 

in peace. Then once again the angel bore her pure 

white soul to God. Once more within the portals of 

the golden gates she stood, radiantly beautiftd. 
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But the Earth had loved this Blessed Virgin. Her 
life upon its bosom had but honored it The world 
was sweeter and purer for her visit here, so the Earth 
cried out to Heaven, "She dwelt with me a while; 
pure and beautiful as the angels she was, yet ^e loved 
this world. Shall she give us no proof of this love) 
Even the skies, as she passed swiftly across them, 
brightened and beamed into glory. Shall we have 
nothing) Give us an eternal pledge of her life upon 
the earth." And Qod was not displeased to hear this 
prayer, for with generous hand He gave. "See," He 
said "long ago I gave you herbs and grasses and 
flowers; now I add unto them all for her sake. 
Where'er her feet have trod there shall you find a 
treasure." And, looking, the Earth beheld a glorious 
thing. 

She had never imagined anything could be so pretty! 
Vines and shrubs Mid tall trees the world was accustomed 
to, even to the blossoms filling the (ur with perfume 
and waving proudly on the breeze. She saw great 
clusters of scarlet poinsettias and golden daisies massed 
together. Pure camellias and riotous-colored japonicas 
were side by side. Dainty roses of every shade of 
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delicate pink, paling to white or deepening to a brilliant 
red, stood everywhere, yet among them all this new 
gift stood radiant and beautiful, for then was the Hly 
bom. Like a snow princess, proud and royal, it sprang 

• 

forth. Each petal, curved and delicate, beamed bril- 
liantly white and pure. From its slender stalk of green 
arose the exquisite flower, tall and stately, holding its 
head aloft and graceftd, and the world smiled in grate- 
ftd admiration. Purple passion-flowers with the sacred 
crown of thorns and the nails of the cross were near it; 
golden-hearted magnolias, violets, and acacias, caught 
and held the eye ; and amid this confusion of color and 
size, everything was in perfect harmony, for, no matter 
how the flowers are massed together, they blend 
charmingly. And yet amid this beauty the splendor 
of the snow-white lily arose preemment. 

Then the Earth smiled back her gratitude to God, 
and said, "I am satisfied. No fairer jewel in this 
world have I than flowers, and this royal lily is the 
fairest. I shall guard the gift most sacredly forever." 

So this is why we fill our altars and our churches 
with these precious lilies, bringing them in abiuidance 
to God and the Blessed Virgin! 

[ 125] 



jr 



XIV 

THE COTTON MYTH 



Wf-nff^'^ 






XIV 

THE COTTON MYTH 

THE Christ Child came to the earth when the 
angels sang in the midnight, and the wonderful 
Star of Bethlehem guided the Mf^ to the holy 
stable. His coming had been predicted, and the world 
was watching for the birth of a great King. 

Many expected him to appear as an earthly mon- 
arch, in a blaze of glory — perhaps in a big pala,ce, 
with splendid gardens and shining crystal lights; to 
dress in gorgeous silken garments and fine clothes, 
and with His retinue of servants to thrill those who 
saw Him with His splendor; finally, to subdue and 
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conquer the whole world. So they awaited the great 
spectacle, and anxiously looked forward to the event 
of His birth. 

But oh, how diflferent was the coming! In the 
lowliest and humblest of places was He found. A sta- 
ble was His home, and only those who loved and 
believed could quite understand why He had chosen 
thus to come. Yet the coming of the Christ was truly 
great: He needed not the riches of an earthly king. 
His deeds of love and kindness have stamped them- 
selves in perpetual splendor on the world. His life 
stands out more brilliant than all the jewels of the uni- 
verse caught and melted into one, for He dwells for- 
ever in the hearts of Christians. 

Now when the three Wise Men hastened to pay 
their homage to the little King bom of that saintly 
Blessed Virgin, the wicked monarch Herod sent for 
them. He made them promise to return and tell him 
where this Prince of Greatness could be found, for he 
too wished to worship at His feet and learn wisdom 
from His lips. So talked the wily king, but in his- 
heart he meant to kill the little Child at once, to 
murder him as soon as he knew positively of His birth. 
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Cruel was this same Herod, and his infamous desire to 
murder the Christ Child was only one of his many evil 
thoughts. But he made the Magi believe his words, 
and they promised to return and tell him. 

But God interfered. After they had gone a little 
way, an angel appeared and told them why Herod 
wished to seek the Saviour of the world; so they did 
not return through Herod's coimtry, and never reported 
to him at all what they had seen. 

All this only incensed Herod the more; jealously 
he feared the Baby King would prove more powerful 
than he, so he sent his soldiers far and wide to seek the 
news and tell him where the Baby was, and each 
day his hatred grew more intense. But the soldiers 
searched in vain — they could not find the Child. 

It was at this time an angel came to Joseph and 
told him to take Mary and the Child into Egypt and 
flee before the wrath of the King. They were none 
too soon, for Herod, angry at his inability to find the 
Christ Child, ordered every male baby in Bethlehem 
imder two years of age to be slain, believing that in thus 
murdering all these innocent children he would be per- 
fectly sure to kill the Infant Jesus. 
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Think how terribly the mothers moumed and wept 
for their precious children! Think how awful was the 
desolation in the land! It was a fearful crime to slay 
those innocents, and God punished Herod for it. He 
never had a peaceful moment afterwards; all his life 
that terrible scene tormented and haunted him, and 
when death came at last it came in a fearful form. He 
died of a loathsome disease and in fierce agony; and 
every one deserted him, left him in misery to die alone. 
Thus did great King Herod die accursed. 

When tlie angel told Joseph to take Mary and the 
Child into Egj^t, Joseph obeyed at once, knowing full 
well the danger of delay, understanding that Herod 
meant to destroy the Babe; so quickly taking an ass, 
he placed the Blessed Virgin and the Divine Child 
upon it, and led the way by night toward the land of 
Egypt 

The way was long and dreary, and poor Joseph felt 
the great responsibility of preserving the two precious 
lives he had with him. Faithfully he protected them as 
best he could, and carefully he guarded them from 
harm. But there were many fearful inconveniences to 
be met Mary held the child close to her breast to 
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wann and nourish it; but she was frail, for after all, 
she was a woman. Her delicate body was unfit to 
meet the stram of such a hurried journey. Worn out 
with fatigue, she could scarcely sit upright upon the 
ass. Nightly they had to sleep upon the open ground, 
and alas! the young mother, exhausted and faint, 
shivered upon her cold, hard couch, unable to sleep at 
all. The Baby nestling in her arms was her only joy 
and comfort, but she feared in her motherly anxiety He 
too might feel the chill of their cold bed; so, raising 
her eyes to God, she begged Him tearfully to comfort 
her. All that day, sitting straight upright on the ass, 
Mary prayed, prayed for relief and sleep that night, 
that she might have strength for her long daily ride. 

The evening hours had come. Long streaks of red 
and gold laced all the sky and colored the desert world 
a rosy pink; then brilliantly the tints deepened into 
scarlet, imtil at last in a flame of glory the sun had 
sunk to rest. Softly the violet shadows crept into the 
heavens, shading the light to quiet grayness, and then, 
behold, the night was over all. 

The story says, they stopped upon the desert near 

the outskirts of a cold marsh leading to the sea. The 
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dampness and the cliill seemed even more penetrating 
than before; yet Mary felt within her that God had 
heard her prayer, and she was comforted. She smiled 
as she kissed her Baby's velvet cheek and pressed 
Him to her. Surely God would protect them! She 
laid her head upon the cold hard g^-omid, as though it 
were the softest bed she knew, and presently her beau- 
tiful faith was rewarded; for a soft whirring noise was 
hcanl, as though angels* wings were fluttering some- 
where, and lookiug up the A^iigin saw thousands of 
beautiful birds hovering above her. Closer they flut- 
tered and closer still, and then each bird, raising its 
wing, dropped a soft, downy white feather. Thou- 
sands of the white fuzzy things descended about her 
and the Child — a perfect shower of whiteness was 
falling about them; and when at last a warm, sweet 
covering was snugly over them, the Blessed Vitg^ 
and her holy Babe sank to sleep in delicious comfort. 
Each uight thereafter that Mary travelled, the pretty 
bur\ls made her their oflering for her beil: each night as 
the mother and child stopped to rest, the fleecy down 
covering of feathers fell soft and warm about them; and 
Marv loved those same soft leathers, and marrelled at 
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their purity and whiteness. She touched them with 
her cheek and lips, and pressed them to her bosom, 
and blessed the warmth they gave her. That blessing 
clings to them still. 

Each night some sank deep into the earth, and, 
hidden, in the rich black soil, they took root. There 
they stayed, and they were spoken of later throughout 
the world with awe, because where'er they fell (so 
runs my legend), under the warm sun soon there 
bloomed a wonderfully beautiful flower. It was white 
the first day, bright red the second, and on the third 
the leaves fell away, leaving a tiny, curious ball. The 
ball was a deep brown, almost black, but it held in its 
heart the softest, fluffiest, whitest thing on earth, and 
the name of that wonderfully beautiful stuff was cotton. 

Perhaps this royal gift to the earth really came 
first as a protection to the Blessed Virgin and the holy 
Child on those cold nights of that hurried flight into 
Egypt, when the birds' feathers kept them warm, in 
answer to Mary's prayers. Since then (whether the 
story is true or not), the white wonder has spread 
across the world and increased in quantity, until now 
the earth employs thousands and thousands to cull it. 
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It is a jewel of the finest worth indeed, and dearly do 
we prize it. 'Tis woven for many things — for strong- 
est tents to cover those who cross the desert lands, or 
spun to sheerest tissue of cobweb texture to dress 
a princess. 

But though it grows in many lands, it thrives best 
in the South. In that land of sunshine and m^;noIias 
it blooms gloriously. There — the marshes drained — 
is where it flourishes to perfection. There, where the 
bayous slip in silver splashes through acres of rich 
black soil, where the big star-eyed passion-flowers 
border the pretty stre^ns, where the tints by day are 
softened by a tender haze, and by night mysterious 
lights flit back and forth through pearly mists lying 
low over the reeds and rushes, there does the cotton 
love to grow. Perhaps the dreamy stillness of these 
Southern lands breathes to the lovely cotton plant 
thoughts of the far-ofi" desert, — of that night when the 
first downy feathers dropped from the wings of the 
birds and fluttered lower, softly touching the sands of 
the desert, to warm and protect the holy Mother and 
her precious Babe. 

THE END 
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